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##22 © Entaſts, fateor, ſine vulnere ſa@pius,c me 

W > 4 4 = (onſultk voluit Vox, ſine voce, frequent, 

$$$$ 4--brvit placido drvinior aura meatu, 

Et fruſtra ſantto murmure premonuit - 

Surdus eram, mutuſq. Silex : Tu,(quanta tworuns 
(ra tibi eſt 1 ) alia das renovare via, 

Permnutas (uram : Jamq. irritatus Amorem 
Poſſe neoas, & vim, Vi, ſuperare paras, 

Acced:s proptor, molemg: ; » &f Saxea rumpis 
Pettora, fitq; Caro, quod fuit ante Lapis 

En lacerum ! Coaloſq; twos ardentia tandem 
Fragmenta, &+ liquidas ex Adamante genas, 

Sic olim undantes Petras, Scopuloſq; vomentes 
Cura i/ts, Oo hyp providus uſq. trer ! 

Quan: miranda t 1hi manus eft Moriendo, revixt ; 
Et fraftas jam ſum ditior mer opes. 
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The Dedication. 


+ 

; Y God,thou that didfſt dye for me, 
Theſe thy deaths fruits I offer thee, 
Death rhat ro me was life, and light 
But darke, and deep pangs tothy fight, 
Some drops of thy all-quickning bloud ; 
Fell on my heart, theſe made it bud 
And pur forth thus, though, Lord, before 
The ground was curs'd, and void of ſtore. 

Indeed, I had ſome here to hire 
Which long refilted thy defire, 
That fton'd thy Servants, and did moye 
To have thee murther'd for thy Love, 
Bur, Lord, I have expell'd them, and fo bent 
Begge thou would take thy Tenants Renr, 


A 3 Regen- 
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Silex Scintillans, &c. 
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Regeneration, 
SLQvs Ward, and ſtill in bonds, one da 
| \F; ; I ftole abroad, p 


SF, It was high-ſpring, and all the way -L 

_ 1imros'd, and hung with ſhade ; 

Yer, was ir froſt within, 
And ſurly winds 

Blaſted my infant buds, and finn- 

Like Clouds ecclips'd my mind. 


2. 
Storm'd thus ; I ſtraight perceiv'd my ſpring 
Mcere ſtage, and ſhow, 

My walke a monſtrous, mouncain'd thing 

Rough-caſt with Rocks, and (now ; 

And as a Pilgrims Eye 

Far from reliefe, 

Meaſures the mclancholy skye 

Then drops, and rains for grictc, ' 


So figh'd I upwards nu ar laſt 
*'Twixt ſteps, and falls 
I reach'd the pinacle, where plac'd 
I found a paire of ſcales, 
I rooke them up and layd 
In th'one late paines, 
The other ſmaake, and pleaſures weigh'd | 
Bur prov'd the heavier graines ; ' 
4 
Wirth thar, ſome cryed, Away : ftraight I 
Obey'd, and led | 
Full Eaſt, a faire, freſh field could ſpy | 
Some call'd ir, Zacobs Bed ; | 
A 4 1 


—s 
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g S:lex Scintillans 


A Virgin-ſoile, which no 
Rude feererc trod, 
Where ( ſince he ſtep there,) only go 
Prophers,and friends of God. 


5. 
Here, I repos'd ; bur ſcarſc well ſer 
A grove deſcryed 
Of ftately height, whoſe branches mer 
And mixt on cyery fide 
I centred. and once in 
(Amaz'd to ſee'r,) 
Found all was chang'd, and a new ſpring 
Did all my ſenſes greer ; 
6. 


The unthrift Sunne ſhot vitall gold 
; A thouſand peeces, 
And heaven its azure did unfold 
Checqur'd with ſnowic flceces, 
The aire was all in ſpice 
And every bulk 
A garland wore ; Thus fed my Eyes 
| Bur all the Eare lay huſh, 


7. 
Only a little Fountain Jenr 
Some uſe for Eares, 
And on the dumbe ſhades language ſpent 
The Muſick of her teares ; 
I drew her ncere,and found 
The Ciſterne tull 
Of divers ſtones, ſome bright, and round 
Others ill-thap'd, and dull, 
8, 
The firſt (pray marke,) as quick as light 


Danc'd throygh the floud, 


Bur, :]:'laſt more n__ chen the nighr 
Nail'd to the Center ſtood ; 


I wondcr'd much, burrtyr'd 
Ar laſt with thought, 
My reſticſs Eye that ſtiil defir'd 


As firange an objct brought ; 


Or S acred Poems, 


9. 
It was a banke of ron an I —_— 
Though 'twas mi 
Some faſt aſleepe, othe wy ether on. <=) 
dndoking in the Ray, 
Here muſing long, I —_ 
A ruthing wind 
Which till increas'd, kurt whence ir ſtirr'd 
Ne where I could nor find ; 
10, 
I turn'd me round, and to each ſhade 
Diſparch'd an Eye, 
To lee, if any leate >: penned, 
Leaſt motion, or Reply, 
Burt while I liſtning ſoughe 
My mind to eaſe 
By knowing, where 'rwas, or where nor, 
It whiſper'd ; were I pleaſe, 


Lord, then faid I, Or me one breath, 
And let me dye before my death ! 


Cant. Cap.s.ver.r7. 
Ariſe O North, and cove thou South-wind , and blow 
upoa my garden, that the ſpices thereof may flow out. 


Death. 


A Dial He, 
Soule. 


*T1s a ſad Land, thar in one day 


Hath dull'd chce thus, when death ſhall freeze 
Thy bloud ro Ice, and thou muſt ſtay I 
Tenant for Yeares, and Centuric 
How wiltthou brook't ? _— 


Body 


CCC 
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IO 
Body. 


Sonle. 


Then 


Before T goe whence 1 ſhall wot returne, even 10 the land of 
darkniſſe, and the ſhadow of death ; 
A Land of darkzeſſe, as darkeneſſe it ſelſe, and of the ſha- 
dow of death, without any 0:der, and where the light 15 as 
<darkneſſe. 


Silex Scintillans 


I cannot tell,,— 

Bur if all ſ:nce wings not with thee, 
And ſomething till be left the dead, 
I'le wiſh my Curtaines off to free 


Mc from ſo darke, and ſad a bed ; 


A neaſt ofnights, a gloomie ſphere, 
Where ſhadowes thicken, and the Cloud 
Sirs on the Suns broyw all the yeare, 
And nothing moves without a throwd ; 


"Tis ſo; Bur as thou ſaweſt thar nighr 
Weerravell'd in, our firſt artem pts 

Were dull, and blind, bur Cuſtome ſtraight 
Our feares, and falls brought to contempr, 


Then, when the gaſtly twelve was paſt 
We breath'd {t:1] for a bluſhing Faſt, 

And bad the lazic Sunne make haſt, 

And on ſure hopes,though long,did feaſt ; 


Bur when we ſaw the Clouds to crack 
And in thoſe Cranies light appcar'd, 
We thought the day then was not ſlack, 
And pleas'd our ſclves with what wee teard ; 


Juſt ſo it is in death. Bur thou 
Shalr inthy mothers boſome leepe 
Whilſt I each minute grone ro know 
How neere Redemption creepes. 


ſhall wee meer to mixec again, and mer, 


>Tis laſt good-night, our Sunnc thall never ſr. 


Job. Cap : 10. ver. 21, 22, 


ReſurreRion 


Or Sacred Poems. II 


Reſurrection and 


Immortality - 


Heb. Cap. 10. ve: 20. 


By that new, and living way which be bath prepared ſor us 
through the veile, which # bus fleſh, hs 


Body. 
I, 
OFc have I ſeen, when thar renewing breath 
Thar binds, and looſens death 
Inf pir'd a quickning power through the dead 
Creatures a bed, 
Some drowhic filk-worme creepe 
From that long ſlcepe 
And in weake, infant hummings chime, and knell 
Abour her filene Cell 
Unrcill ar laſt full with the viral! Ray 
She wing'd away, 
And proud with lite, and ſence, 
. Heav'ns rich E xpcnce, 
Eſteem'd (vaine things ! ) of two whole Elements 
As meanc, and ſpan-cxtents, 
Shall I then thinke ſuch providence will be 
Lefle friend to me 2 
Or tht he can endure to be unjuſt 
Who keeps his Covenanteven with our duſt, 


Soule 


—  ——— > owt SE neem _ 
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I2 Silex Fcentillans 


Soule, 


2. 
Poorc, querulous handfull ! was'r for this 
I raughr thee all char is 2 
Unbowel'd nature, ſhew'd thee her recruits, 
And Change of ſuirs 
And how of death we make 
A meere miſtake, 
For no thing can to Nothing fall, bur till 
Incorporartes by skill, 
And then rerurns, and from the wombe of things 
Such treaſure brings 
As Phenix-like renew'th 
Both life, and youth ; 
For a preſerving ſpirit doth ſtill paſſe 
Untainted through this Maſle, 
Which doth reſolve, produce, and ripen all 
Thar to it ſall ; 
Nor are thoſe births which we 
Thus ſuftering ſee 
Deſtrcy'd at all ; Bur when times reſtles wave 
Their ſubſtance doth deprave 
And the more noble Eſſence finds his houſe 
Sickly, and looſe, 
He, ever young, doth wing 
Unto thar ſpring, 


And ſource of ſpirits, where he takes his lor 
Till time no more ſhall ror 


His paſſive Cortage ; which (though laid aſide,) 
Like ſome ſpruce Bride, 
Shall one day riſc, and cloath'd with ſhining lighr 
All pure, and vrighr 
Re-marry to the ſoule, for 'tis moſt plaine 
Thou 6d fal'ſt ro be rehn'd againe, 


3. 
Then I that here ſaw darkly in a glaſſe 
Bur muſts, and ſhadows paſle, 


And 


FEY 
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Or Sacred Poems, 13 


And, by their owne weake Shine, did ſearch the ſprings 
2 by And Courſe of things ”" 
Shall with Inlightned Rayes 
Peirce all their wayes z 
And as thou ſaw'ſt, 1 in a thought could goe 
To heav'n, or Earth below 
To reade ſome Starre, or Mir rall, and in State 
There often fare, 
So ſhalr thou then with me 
(Both wing'd, and free,) 
Rove in that mighty, and eternall light 
Where no rude ſhade, or night 
Shall dare approach us ; we ſhall there no more 
Watch ſtars, or pore 
Through melancholly clouds, and ſay 
11'ould it were Day ! 
One everlaſting Saboth there ſhall runne 
Without Succe//ron, and without a Sunae. 


Dan : Cap: 12.ver: 13. 
But gee thou thy way uniull the end oe, for thou ſhalt reſt , 
ad ſtand up in thy lot, at the end of the dayes. 


———. 


Day of Judgement, 


yyHen through the North a fire ſhall ruſh 


And rowle into the Eaft, 
And like a firic torrene bruſh 


And ſweepe up South, and weft, 


When all ſhall treame, and lighten round 

And with ſurprizing flames 
Both ſtars, and Elements contiunt 

And quite blor out their names, 


When thou ſhalr ſpend thy ſacred tore 
Of thunders in that heate 
And low as ere they lay before 


Thy {1x-dayes-buildings beat e, 


| 


I4 Silex Scintillans 
When like a ſcrowle the heavens ſhal paſſe 


And vaniſh cleane away, 
And nought muſt ſtand of that vaſt ſpace 
Which held up night, and day, 


When one lowd blaſt ſhall rend the deepe, 
And from the wombe of carth 
Summon up all that are aſlcepe 
Unto a ſecond birth, 


When thou ſhalr make the Clouds thy ſcare, 
And in the open aire 

The Quick,and dcad, both {inall and great 
Muſt to thy barre repaire 


O then it wilbe all roo lare 

To ſay, that (hall 1 doe ? 
Repentatce there is our of date 

And ſo is mcrcy too ; 


Prepare, prepare me then,O God ! 
And let me now begin 
To feele my loving tathers Kod 
Killing the man of ſinne ! 


Give me, O give me Croſles here, 

Still more aftlitions lend, 
Thar pill, though birrer, is moſt deare 

Thar brings health in the end ; 


Lord, God ! I beg nor friendsgnor wealth 
Bur pray againſt them both ; 


Three things de have,my ſoules chicf health! . 


And one of theſe ſeme loath, 


A living F AITH, a HE ARTofflcſh, 
The OR LD an Enemic, 

This laſt will keepe the firſt rwo freſh, 
And bring me, waere I'dc bc. 


x Pit, 


ber 


Or Sacred Poems, 


x Per. 4. 7+ 


Now the end of all things is at band, be you therefore (c- { 
ber, and watching in pr ayer. 


IS | 


Religion, 


MY God,when I walke in thoſe groves, 
And leaves thy ſpirit doth ſtill fan, 

I ſce in cach ſhade that there growes 

An Angell talking with a man, 


Under a 7uaiper, ſome houle, 

Or the coole Miriles canopie, 

Others bencath an Oaks greene boughs, 
Or ar ſome fountaznes bubling Eye ; 


Here Jacob dreames, and wreſtles; there 
Elias by a Raven is fed, 

Another time by th' Angell, where 

He brings him water with his bread ; 


In 4b/hams Tent the winged gueſts 
(O how familiar then was heaven !) 
Earc,drinke,diſcourſe,fir downe ,and reſt 
Untill the Coole, and ſhady Even; 


Nay thou thy ſelfe, my God, in fire, 
while-winds,and Clouds,and the ſoft vozce 
Speak'ſt there ſo much, that I admire 

c have no Cont'rence in theſe daies ; 


Is the truce broke ? or *cauſe we have 
A mediatour now with thee, 

Docſt thou therefore old Treaties wave 
And by appeales from him decree ? 


I6 


Silex Scintillans 


Or is't ſo, as ſome green heads ſay 

That now all miracles muſt ceaſe ? 
Though thou haſt promis'd chey ſhould ſtay 
The tokens of the Church, and prace ; 


No, no ; Religion is a Spring 

Thar from ſome ſecret, golden Mine 
Derives her birth, and thence doth bring 
Cordials in every drop, and Wine ; 


Bur in her long, and hidden Courſe 
Paſſing through the Earths darke veines, 
Growes ſtill from berrer unto worſe, 

And both her taſte, and colour ſtaines, 


Then drilling on, learnes to encreaſe 
Falſe Ecchoes, and Confuſed ſounds, 
And unawares doth often ſeize 

On vecines of S»/pbur under ground ; 


So poiſon'd, breaks forth in ſome Clime, 
And ar firſt ſight dorh many pleaſe, 

Bur drunk, is puddle, or mecre ſlime 
And 'ſtcad of Philick, a diſcaſe ; 


Juſt ſuch a rainred fink we bave 
Like that Samaritans dead :rell, 
Nor muſt we for the Kernell crave_ 
Becauſe moſt voices like the ſhell. 


Heale then theſe warers, Lord ; or bring thy flock, 


Since theſe are troubled, to the ſpringing rock, 
Looke downe great Maſter of the feaſt ; O ſhine, 


And turn once more our (ater into me ! 


Cant. cap.4. ver.12. 


My ſiſter, my ſpouſe s as a garden Ingloſtd, as a Spring 


ſhut up, and a fountain ſealed up. 


The 
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Or ſacred Poems. . 17 


The Search. 


'T1s now cleare day : I ſee a Roſe 
Bud in rhe bright Eaſt, and diſcloſe 
The Pilgrim-Sunne ; all night have I 
Spent in a roving Extaſie 
To find my Saviour ; I have been 
As far as z&blem, and have ſeen 
His Inne, and Cradle ; Being there 
I mer the Wi/t-men, askt them where 
He might be found, or whar ſtarre can 
Now point him our, grown up a Man ? 
To Egypt hence I fled, ran o're 
A!l her parcht boſome to Ne's ſhore 
Her yearly nurſe ; came back, enquir'd 
Amongſt the Dodtors, and defir'd 
To ſee the Temp'e, but was ſhown 
A little duſt, and tor the Town 
A heap of aſhes, where ſome ſed 
A ſmall bright {parkle was a bed, 
Which would one day ( beneath the pole,) 
Awake, and then refine the whole, 
Tyr'd here, 1 come to Sychar : thence 
To facobs wil, bequeathed fnce 
Into his ſonnes, ( where ofr:n rhcy 
In thoſe calme, golden E venings lay 
Vatring their flocks, and having fpenr 
hoſe white daye*, drove home to the Tent 
heir we/l-fleec"d traine;) And here(O fare !) 
lit, where once my Saviour ſare ; 
he angry Spring in bubbles ſwell'd 
Vhich broke in fighes Rill, as they fill'd, 
nd whiſper'd, eſis bad been there 
put ZFacobs cluldren wou'd not heave, 
vath hence to part, at laſt I riſe 
put with the fountain in my Eyes, 
nd here a freſh fearch is decreed 
eriaſt be found, where he did bleed ; 


18 Stilex Scintillans, 
I walke the garden, and there ſce 


Idex's of his Agonie, 

And moving anguiſhments that ſer 
His bleſt face in a bloudy ſwear ; 

I climb'd the Hill, perus'd the Crofle 
Hung with my gaine, and his grear lofle, 
Never did tree beare fruir like this, 
Balſam of Soules, the bodyes bliſle ; 
Bur, O his grave ! where I ſaw lent 

( For he had none,) a Monument, 
Anundefl'd, and new.heaw'd one, 

Bur there was nor the Corner-ftoxe ;; 

Sure ( then ſaid I,) my Queſt is vaine, 
Hee'le not be found, where he was laine, 
So mild a Lamb can never be 

"Midſt fo much bloud, and Crueltic ; 
Ile to the Wilderneſs, and can 

Find beaſts more mercifull then man, 
He liv'd there ſafc, *twas his retreat 
From the herce Few, and Herods hear, 
And forty dayes withſtood the fell, 

And high temprations of hell ; 

Wirh Seraphins there ralked he 

His farchers flaming miniſtrie, 


He heav'nd their walks, and with his eyes ' 


Made thoſe wild ſhades a Paradiſc, 

Thus was the deſert ſan&ified 

To be the refuge of his bride ;' 

T'le thither then ; ſee, Ir is day, 

The Sun's broke through to guide my way. 
Bur as I urg'd thus, and writ down 

What pleaſures ſhould my Journey crown, 


Whar ſilent paths, what thades, and Cells, 


Faire, virgin-flowers, and hallow'd Wells 
I ſhould rove in, and reſt my head 
Where my dzarc Lord did ottentread, 
Sugring all dangers with ſuccefle, 


Mc thought I heard one fanging thus ; 


Leave 


” 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Leave, leave thy gadding thoughts; 
Who | : Y 

and ſpies 

Still out of Doores v 
deſcrics ; 


Within them nought, 


4 


2. 


The $skinne, and ſhell of things 
Though faire, 
arc not 
Thy wiſh, nor Pray'r, 
bur gor 
By mcere Deſpaire 
of wings. 


* 
y* 


To rack old Elements, 
Or Duſt; 
and ſay 
Sure here he muſt 
needs ſtay 
Is not the way, 
nor Juſt, 


Search well another world ; who ſtudies this, 
Travels in Clouds, ſeckes Manna, where none is. 


Ads Cap.17. ve.27,28. 
That they ſhould ſeeke the Lord, if happily they mghe 


feele after bim, aud find bim, though he be not fr off from 
every one of us, for in him we live, and move, and bave onr 
ine. 


B 2 Iſaac's 


20 Stlex Scintillans 


Iſaacs Marriage. 


Gen.cap.24.vcr.63. 
And 1ſaac went ont to pray in the field at the Kytn-tide, 
and he lift up his eyes, and [aw, aid behold, the Camels 
Were COMMUNE. 


Raying ! and to be married ? Ir was rare, 

Bur now 'tis monſtrous ; and that pious care 
Though of our ſelves, is ſo much our of date, 
That to renew't, were to degenerate. 
Bur thou a Choſen facrilice wert given, 
And ofter'd up ſo carly unto heaven 
Thy flames could not be out ; Religion was 
Ray'd into thee, like beames into a glaſle, 
Whereas thou grewſt,it multiply'd,and ſhin'd 
The ſacred Conſtellation of thy mind. 

Bur bcing tor a bride, ſure, prayer was 
Very ſtrange ſtufte wherewith to court thy laſle, 
Had'ſt ne*r an oath, nor Complement + thou wert 
An odde, corle furor ; Hadſt | bur the arr 
Of thele our dayes, thou couldſt have coyn'd thee twenry 
New ſev'rall oathes, and Complements (too) plenty ; 
O ſad, and wild excelle ! and happy thoſe 
White dayes, that durſt no impious mirth expoſc ! 
When ſinne, by finning oft, had nor loſt ſence, 
Nor bold-tac'd cuſtome banith'd Innocence ; 
Thou hadſt no pompous traine, nor Aitich crowd 
Of young, gay {wearcrs, with their needleſs, lowd 
Retinue ; Al! was here ſmooth as thy bride 
And calme iike her, or that mild Evening-tide ; 
Yer, hadſt thou nobler gueſts : Angels did wind, 
And rove about thee, guardians ot thy mind, 
T hele ferch1'd rhee home thy bride, and all the way 
Advis'd thy ſervant what to doc, and fay ; 
Theſe taught him atthe 4, and thither broughr 
The Chalt, and lovely object of thy thought ; 


Bur 


ld A dd 0 Y 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Bur here was ne'r a Complement, nor one 
Spruce, ſupple cringe, or ſtudy'd looke pur on, 
All was plaine, modeſt eruth ; Nor did the come 
In ro-{:+, and Curles, mincing, and ſtately dumbe, 
Bur in a trightcd, virgin-bluth approach'd 
Freſh as the morning, when 'tis newly Coach's ; 
O ſweet, divine ſimplicity ! O grace 
Beyond a Curled lock, or painted face ! 
A Pitcher too ſhe had,nor thought it much 
To carry that,which ſome would ſcorn to touch ; 
Wirh which in mild,chaſt language ſhe did wooe 
To draw him drinke, and for his Camels too. 

And now thou knewſt her comming, It was time 
To ger thee wings on, and deyourtly climbe 
Unto thy God, tor Marriage of all ſtares 
Makes moſt unhappy, or moſt fortunates ; 
This brought thee torth, where now thou didſt undreſſc 
Thy ſoulc, and with new pinions refreſh 
Her wearicd wings, which ſo rcſtor'd did flye 
Above the ſtars, a track unknewn, and high, 
And in her piercing flight perfum'd the ayre 
Scarr'ring the Myrrbe,and Incenſe of thy pray'r. 
So from * Lahai-70i's Well, ſome ſpicie cloud * A wel in 
Woo'd by the Sun fwels up to be his ſhrowd, ' the South 
And from his moiſt wombe weeps a fragrant ſhowre, Country 
Which, ſcattcr'd in a thouſand pearls. each flowre where Ja« 
And herb partakes, where having ſtood awhile cob dwelt, 
And ſomething cocld the parch 4 and thirſtie Ile, betweeng 
The thanktull Earth unlocks her ſelfe, and blends, Cadeth, ' 
A thouſand odours, which (all mi xt,) the ſends GBered ; 
Lp in one cloud, and ſo rernrnes the skies Heb. the 
T har dew they lent, a breathing ſacrifice. (herir wel of bing 

Thus foar'd thy ſoul, who(though young,) didſt in- that verb 
Together with his bloud,thy fathers ſpirit, and (eeth " 
Whoſe ative zcale,and tryed faith were to thee me. 
Familiar ever fince thy Intancie, 
Others were t&ym'd, and train'd up to'r, but thau 
Didſt thy ſwitt years ia piety our-grow, 

B 3 Age | 


8 Roſa Crvp: 10 lilium Convallium \ quomodg cnnc 
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Age made them rev'rend, and a ſaowic head, 
Bur thou wert ſo, c're time his ſnow could ſhed ; 
Then, who would truly limne thre our, muſt paine 
Firſt, a yo.rg Patitarch, then a marry*d Sant. 


——— ———— _——— 
— 


The 
Brittiſh Church. 


Au the is ficd ! 


And while thelc here their a71/ts, and ſbadowes hatch, 
My glorious htad 
Doth on thoſe hills of Myrrhe, and Incenſe watch. 
Haſt, haſt my dcare, 
The Souldicrs here 
Caſt in their lors againe, 
Thar ſeamlels coat 
The lewes rouch'd nor, 
T i:ci{c dare divide, and ſtaine. 


_— ————— 


2, 


O ger thee wings ! 
Or if as yer { until! theſe clouds deparr, 
' And the day ſprings,) 
Thou think { it good to tarry where thou art, 
Write in thy bookes 
My ravith'd looks 
Slain flock, and pillag'd flecces, 
And haſte thee 1o 
As a young, Roe 
Upon the mounts of ſpices. 


fect. cs pavidnm Aprorem ! 


The 


Or Sacred Poems, 23 


The Lampe. 


- 1s dead night round abour ; Horrour doth creepe 
And move on with the ſhades ; ſtars nod, and ficepe, 
And through the dark aire ſpin a firic thread 
Such as doth gild the lazie glow-worms bed. 
Yer, burn'ſt chou here, a tull day ; while I ſpend 
My reſt in Cares, and to the dark world lend 
Theſe flames, as rhou doſt thine to me ; 1 warch 
Thar houre, which muſt thy life, and mine diſpatch ; 
Bur ſtill chou doeſt our-goe me, I can ſce | : 
Mer in thy flames, all acts of piety ; 
Thy light, is Charity ; Thy hear, is Zeale ; 
And thy aſpiring, aRive fires reveale 
Dev0'ton Qll on wing ; Then, thou doſt weepe 
Still as thou burn'ſt, and the warme droppings creepe 
To mealure out thy lengrh, as if thou'dſt know 
Whar ſtock, and how much time were left thee now ; 
Nor doſt thou ſpend one teare in vain, for ſtill 
As thou Aifloly'ſt rothem, and they diſtill, 
They're ſtor'd up in the ſocket, where they lye, 
When all is ſpent, thy laſt, and ſure ſupply, 
And fuch is true rep<ntance, ev'ry 1 
Wee ſpend in fighes, is treaſure after death ; 
Only, one point eſcapes rhce ; Thar thy Oile 
Is ſtill out with thy flame, and ſo borh faile ; 
But whenſoc*re I'm our, both ſhalbe in, 
And where thou mad'ſt an end, there I'le begin. 


Mark Cap.13.ver.zs. 
Watch you therefore, foi' you know not whee the maſter 
of the houſe commeth, at Even, or at mid-aight, or at the 
Cock-crowint,, 07 int 1:10 mormng. 


B 4 Mans 


£ 
' 
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Mans fall, and Recovery. 


he Bomee you Everlaſting hills ! I'm Caſt 
* Here under Clouds,where ſtormes, and tempeſts blaſt 
This ſully'd flowre 
Rob'd of your Calme, nor can I cver make 
Tranſplanted thus, one leafe of his t'awake, 
Bur ev'ry houre 
He ſleepes, and droops, and in this drowhie ſtate 
Leaves ac a fave to paſhons, and my fate ; 
: Beſides I've loſt 
A rraine of lights, which in thoſe Sun-ſhine dayes 
Were my ſure guides, and only with me ſtaycs 
(Unto my coſt, 
One ſullen beame, whoſe charge is to diſpenſe 
More punithument, than knowledge to my 1cnle ; 
Two thoutand ycarcs 
1 ſojourn'd thus ; at laſt Jeſhuruns king 
Thoſe famous tables did trom Sinaz bring, ; 
Thele twell*'d my feares, 
Guilts, treſpalles, and all this Inward Awe, 
For ſinne tooke ſtrength, and vigour from the Law, 
Yer have I found 
A plentcous way, (thanks to that holy one !) 
Tocanccll all char c're was writ in ſtonc, 
His ſaving wound 
Wepr bloud, thar broke this Adamant, and gavc 
To linners Confidence, lite to the grave ; 
This makes me ſpan 
My fathers journcys, and in one faire ſte 
O're all their pilgrimage, and labours leap, 
For God( made —_—_ 
Reduc'd tl E xecnt of works of faith ; ſo made 
Ot chcir Ked Sea, a Spiing ; I waih, they wade. 


. Rom, Cap. 18.vcr.19. 
As by the offence of one, the fault came on all men to con- 
deiaation ;, So by the Righteouſneſs of one the benefit aboun- 
&:d towaids a/l meizto the Fuſlificatzon of life, 


The 
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The Showre. 


*-T Was fo, I ſaw thy birth : Thar drowſic Lake 
From her faint boſome brearh'd thee, the diſcaſc 
Ot her fick watcrs, and Infectious Ealc. 
Bur, now at Even 
Too grollc for heaven, 
Thou fall'ſt in tcarcs, and weep'ſt tor thy miſtake. 


2. 


Ah ! it is ſowith me ; oft have preit 
Heaven with a lazic breath, bur truirles this 
Peirc'd not; Love only can with quick accefle 
Unlock the way, 
When all clſc ſtray 
The ſmoke, and Exhalations ot the breft. 


3. 


Yer, if as thou docſt mclr, and w:th thy traine 
Ot drops make ſotr the Earth, my cycs could weep 
O're my hard heart, that's bound up, and aſlcep , 
Perhaps art laſt 
(Some ſuch ſhowres paſt, ) 
My God would give a Sun-ſhine after raine. 


Diſtraction 


— —_— __ =- 
a> - 
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— 
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Diſtraction. 


O Knit me, thar am crumbled duſt ! the heape 
Is all diſpers'd, and cheape ; 
Give for a handfull, bur a choughr 
And ir is boughr : 
Hadſt chou 
Made me a ſtarre, a pearle, or a rain-bow, 
The beames I then had ſhort 
My light had leii':nd nor, 
But now 
I find my ſelfe the lefle,the more I grow 
The worl! 
Is full of voices;Man is call'd, and hurl'd 
By cach, he anſwers all, 
Knows ey'ry note, and call, 
Hence, ſtill 
Freſh dorage tempts, or old uſurps his will. 
Yer, hadſt chou clipe my wings, when Coffin'd in 
This quicken'd maſle of finne, 
And ſaved that light, which freely thou 
Didſt then beſtow, 
| I tcare 
I ſhould have ſpurn'd, and ſaid thou didſt forbeare ; 
Or thar thy ſtore was leſſe, 
But now ſince thou didit blefle 
So much, 
I grieve, my God ! that thou haſt made me ſuch, 
L g: 'eve ? 
O, yes ! thou know'it I doc ; Come, and releive 
And tam», and kceepe downe with thy light 
Duſt tha: would riſe, and dimine my fight, 
Leſt !ctt alone roo long 
Amidſt the noiſ-, and throng, 
Oppreilcd I 
Striving to ſave the whole,by parcclls dye, 
The 


Or Sacred Poems. 


The Purſuite. 


[LO rd ! what a buſie, reſtles thing 
Haſt thou m-de man 2?- 
Each day, and houre he is on wing, 
Reſts nor a ſpan ; 
Then having loſt the Sunne, and lighr 
By clouds ſurpriz'd 
He keepes a Commerce in the night 
With aire difguis'd ; 
Hadſt thou given to this ative duſt 
A ſtare untir'd, 
The loſt Sonne had nor left the huske 
Nor home defir'd ; 
Thar was thy ſecret, and ir is 
: Thy mercy too, 
For when all failes ro bring to bliſle, 
Then, this muſt doe. 
Ah! Lord! and what a Purchaſe will that be 
To take us fick, that ſound would not take thee > 


— —_ — — 


Mount of Olives. 


g Weere, ſacred hill ! on whoſe fair brow 
My Saviour fate, ſhall I allow 
Language to loye 
And Idolize ſome ſhade, or grove, 
Negle&ing thee 2? ſuch ilplac'd wit, 
Conceic, or call it what you plcaſe 
Is the braines fir, 
And mcere dilcale ; 


2.Cottswold, 
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2, 


Cotſwold, and Coopers both have mer 
With learned ſwaines, and Eccho yer 
Their pipes, and wir ; : 
Bur thou ſleep'ſt in adcepe negle& 
Unrouch'd by any ; And what necd 
The ſhzep blear thee a filly Lay 
Thar heard'ſt both reed 
And ſheepward play 2 


3. " 


Yer, if Poets mind thee well 
They ſhall find thou art their hill, 
And fountaine roo, 
Their Lord with thee had moſtto doe ; 
He wept once, walkt whole nights on chee, 
And from thence (his (uff* rings ended, ) 
Unto gloric 
Was attended ; 


4+ 
Being there, this ſpacious ball 


Is bur his narrow toorſtoole all, 
And what we thinke 
Unfecarchable, now with one winke 
He duth comp iſe ; Bur in this aire 
When he did ſtay to beare our Ill 

And ſinne, this Hill 
Was then his Chaire. 


bed 1A ...* © M4 7 Pi OO » tft *% << *% lt - = | 


The 


Or Sacred Poems, 


The Incarnation, and 
Paſhon. 


[Ord ! when thou didſt thy ſelfe undreſſe 
Laying by thy robes of glory, 
ng y q4 , 
To make us more, thou would be lefle, 
And becam'ſt a wofull ſtory. 


To = on Clouds inſtead of light, 

And cloath the morning-ſtarre with duſt, 
Was a tranſlation of ſuch height 

As, bur in thee, was ne*'r expreſt ; 


Brave wormes,andE arth' chat thus could have 
A God Enclos'd within your Cell, 
Your maker pent up in a grave, 


Life lockt in death, heav'n in a ſhell , 
Ah, my deare Lord ! what couldſt thou ſpye 


In this impure, rebellious clay, 
Thar made thee thus reſolve to dye 
For thoſe that kill rhee every day 2 


O whar ſtrange wonders could thee move 
To ſlight thy precious bloud, and breath ! 
Sure it was Love, my Lord ; tor Love 

Is only ſtronger far than death, 


—_ - bem 


_ 
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The Call. 


(ome my heart ! come my head 
In ſighes, and rcares ! 
*Tis now, fince you have lainc thus dead 
Some twenty years ; 
Awake, awake, 
Soine pitry take 
Upon your ſelves —— 
Who never wake to grone, nor weepc, 


Shall be ſentenc'd for their ſlcepe. 
2. 


Doe bur ſee your ſad cſtate, 

Ines many ſands 

Have lcft us, while we carcles ſate 
With tolded hands ; 
Whar ftock of nights, 
Ot days, and ycarcs 
In filent flights 
Stole by our cares, 

How ill have we our ſclves beſtow'd 

Whoſe ſuns are all ſer in a Cloud > 


3+ 


Yer, come, and ler's peruſe them all ; 5 
And as we paſle, | 
What fins on cvcry minure tall 
Score on the glalle ; 
Then weigh, and rate 
Their heavy State 
Unrill 
The glafle with teares you fill ; 
Thar done, we ſhalbe ſafe, and good, 


Thoſe beaſts were cleane,that chew'd the Cud, 


T hou 


hou 
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T 


[Hou that know'ſt for whom I mourne, 
And why thelſc reares appeare, 
Thar keep'ſt account, till he returne 
Of all his duſt lefr here ; 
As eaſily thou mightſt prevent 
As now produce theſe teares, 
And adde unto that day he went 
A faire ſupply of _ 
But *rwas my finne that forc'd thy hand 
To cull this Pzim-7oſc out, 
That by thy carly choice forewarn'd 
My ſoule might looke abour, 
O what a vanity is man ! 
How like the Eyes quick winke 
His Cottage failes ; whoſe narrow ſpan 
Begins even ar the brink ! 
Nine hn, 6 thy hands are faſhioning us, 
And many yeares (alas! ) 
E're we can liſp, or ought diſculle 
Concerning thee, muſt paſſe; 
Yet have I knowne thy ſlighteſt things 
A feather, ora ſhell, 
A ſick, or Kod which ſome Chance brings 
The beſt of us excell, 
Yea, I have knowne theſe ſhreds our laſt 
A taire-compacted frame 
And for one Twenty we have paſt 
Almoſt ourlive our name. 
Thus haſt thou plac'd in mans ourfide 
Death to the Common Eye, 
That heaven within him might abide, 
And cloſe erernicic ; 


Hence, 


© M—  —— —  - 


— 
_ 
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—_— 


_— 
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Hence, youth, and folly (mans tirſt ſhame, ) 
Are put unto the ſlaughter, 
And ſerious thoughts begin ro rame 
The witc-mans-madnes Lauehtcr ; 
Dull, wretched wormes ! that would not kcepe 
Wirhin our fiſt faire bed, 
Bur out of Par.d:;ſc muſt creepe 
For ev*ry faore totread ; 
Yet, had our Pilgrimage bin free, , 
And {mooth withour a thorne, 
Plcaſurcs had toild Ercrnitie, 
And 'ae, had choakr the Cora, 
Thus by the Croflc Salvarion runncs, | 
Aﬀ.&ion is a mother, ] 
Whoſe painctull tows yield many ſons, 
Each faircr than the other ; 
A ſilent teare can peirce thy throne, 
When Jowd Joyes want a wing, 
And ſweercr aircs ſtreame from a gronc, 
Than any artcd ſtring ; 
Thus, Lord, 1 ſce my gaine is great , | 
My lcile bur little to it, 
Yet ſomething more I muſt intreare 
And only thou canſt doe ir, 
O let mc (l;ke him,) know my End ! 
And be as glad to find it, 
And whatloc'r thou thalt Commend, 
Still ler thy Servant mind it! 
Then make my foule white as his owne, | 
My taith as pure, and ſtcddy , 
And deck me, Lord, with the ſame Cruwnc 
Thou haſt cruwnd him alrcady '! 


jt: V 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Vanity of Spirit. 


Quite ſpent with choughrs I left my Cell, and lay 
Where a ſhrill ſpring run'd to the early day. 
I beg'd here long, and gron'd to know 
Who gave the Clouds fo brave a bow, 
Who bs the ſpheres, and circled in» 
Corruption with this glorious Ring, 
What 1s his name, and how I mighe 
Deſcry ſome parr of his grear lighr. 
I ſummon'd nature : peirc'd through all her ſtore, 
Broke up ſome ſeales, which none had rouch'd before, 
Her wombe, her boſome, and her head 
Where all her ſecrets lay a bed 
I rifled quite, and having paſt 
Through all che Creatures, came art laſt 
To ſearch my ſelfe, where I did find 
Traces, and ſounds of a ſtrange kind. 
Here of this mighty ſpring, I found ſome drills, 
With Ecchoes bcaren from th* eternall hills ; 
Weake beamecs, and fires flaſh'd ro my fight, 
Like a young Eaſt, or Moone-ſhine night, 
Wich ſhew'd me in a nook caſt by 
A peece of much antiquity, 
With Hyerogliphicks quite diſmembred, 
And broken lerters ſcarce remembred, 
I rooke them up, and (much Joy'd,) went about 
[* unite thoſe peeces, hoping to find our 
The myſtery ; bur this neer done, | 
Thar little light | had was gone ; : 
It griev'd me much, Ar laſt, ſaid T, 
Sace wa theſe veyls my Ecclips'd Eye 
May not approach thee, (for at mght 
who can bave commerce with the light ? ) 
I'!e diſapparell, and to buy 
But one balf glaunce, moſt gladly dye. 
C 
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The Retreate, 


HAppy thoſe early dayes ! when I 
 *Shin'd in my Angell-infancy, 
Before I underſtood this place 
Appointed for my ſecond race, 

Or taught my ſoul to fancy _ 

Bur a white, Celeſtiall chought, 

When yet I had not walkt above 

A mile, or rwo, from my tuſt love, 
And looking back (arthat ſhort ſpace,) 
Could ſee a glimpſe of his brighr-face ; 
When on ſome gilded Cloud, or flowre 
My gazing ſoul would dwell an hourc, 
And in thoſe weaker glories ſpy 

Some ſhadows of erernity 

Before I raught m ue to wound 
My Conſcience with a fanfull ſound, 
Or had —_— to diſpence 

A ſev rall finne to ey'ry ſence, 

Bur felt chrough all this flcſhly drefls 
Bright ſhoores of everlaſtingneſle, 

O howT long to travell back 

And tread again that ancient track ! 
Thar I might once more reach thart plaine, 
Where firſtI left my glorious traine, 
From whence th* Inh;ghtned ſpirit ſees 
That ſhady Ciry of Palme erces ; 

Burt (ah!) my foul with roo much ſtay 
Is drunk, and ſtaggers in the way, 
Some men a forward motion love, 
Bur I by backward ſteps would move, 
And when this duſt talls co the urn 
In that tate I came return, 


a Come 


Or ſacred Poeths. 


q 


(come, come, whar doe I here? 
Since he is gone 
Each day is grown a dozen year, 
And cach houre, one 
Come, come ! 
Cur off the ſum, 
By theſe foil'd teares ! 
(Which only thou 
Know'ſt to be true, ) 
Dayes are my feares. 


2, 


Ther's not a wind can ſtir, 
Or bcam paſle by, 
Bur ſtrait Ithink (though tar, ) 
Thy hand is nigh ; 
Come, come ! 
Strike theſe lips dumb : 
This reſtles breath 
Thar ſoiles thy name, 
Will ne'r be rame 
Unrtill in death. 


3. 
Perhaps ſme think a rombe 
No houſe of ſtore, 

Jur a dark, and ſeal'd up wombg, 
Which nc'r breeds more, 
Come, come ! 

Such thoughts benum ; 

Bur I would be 

With him I weep 

A bed, and ſleep 

To wake in thee. 


C 3 


36 Silex Scintillans 


yl 
Midnight. 


When to my Eyes 
(Whilſt deep ſleep others carches,) 
Thine hoaſt of ſpyes 
The ſtarres ſhine in their watches, 
I doe ſurvey 
Each buſic Ray, 
And how they work, | wind, 
And wiſh cach beame 8 
My ſoul doth ftreame, 
With the like ardour ſhin'd; 
What Emanations, 
ick vibrations F 
And vrighe Be arc there ? _ 
What thin EjeRions, 
Cold AﬀeRions, 
And ſlow motions here ? 


Z. 


Thy heav'ns (ſome ſay,} 
Are a firie-liquid lighr, 
Which mingling aye 
Streames, and flames thus ro rhe ſight, 
Come then, my god ! 
Shine on this bloud, 
And water in one beame, 
And thou ſhalr ſce 
Kindled by thee 
Bath liquors burne, and ſtreame. 


Or Sacred Poems. 
O what bright quicknes, 


ARive brighrnes, 
And celeſtial! owes 

Will tollow after 

On thar warer, 
Which thy ſpirit blowes ! 


Math, Cap. g. ver. x1, 


I indeed baptize you with water unto repentance, but be that 
commeth after me, is mightier than I, whoſe ſhoves I am 
not worthy ts beare, he ſhall baptixe you with the holy 
Ghoſt, and with five. 


_ 


« Content, 


PEace, peace ! I know *rwas brave, 
Bur this corſe fleece 
I ſhelcer in, is Nlaye 
To no ſuch peece. 
When I am gone, 
I ſhall no ward-robes leaye 
To friend, or ſonne mt 
Bur what their own homes weave, 


2, 


Such, though nor proud, nor full, 
May make them weep, 
And mourn to ſce the wooll > 
Ourtlaſtrhe ſheep ; 
Poore, Pious weare ! 
Hadſt rhou bin rich, or fine 
Perhaps that teare 
Had mourn'd thy lofle, not mine. 


C 3 


33 Szlex Serntillans 


2. 


Why then theſe curI'd, puff'd points, 
Or a laced ſtory > 

Death ſers all our of Joint 
And ſcornes their glory ; 
Some Love a Koſe 

In hand, ſome in the skin ; 
Bur croſle to thoſe, 

I would have mine within: 


OOO W_——_—  —— 


© 


J9 of my life ! white lefr me here, 
Lind till my Love ! 
How in thy abſence thou doſt ſteere 
Me from above ! 
A life well lead 
This truth commends, 
With quick, or deal 
It never cnds. . 


2. 


Stars are of mighty uſe : The night 
Is dark, and long ; 
The Rode foul, and-where one goes right, 
Six may go wrong. 
One twinkling-ray 
Shor o'r ſome cloud, 
May clear much way 
And guide a croud, 


3- Gods 


"_ c-” x UF wx” 


Or Sacred Poems, 


3. 


Gods Sainrs are ſhining lights ; who ſtays 


Here long muſt paſle 


O're dark hills, ſwift ſtreames, and ſteep ways 


As ſmooth as glaſle , 

Bur theſe all night 

Like Candles, ſhed 
Their beams, and light 
Us into Bed, 


4 
They are (indeed,) our Pillar-fires 


Seen as we go, 

They are that Ciries ſhining ſpires 
We travell roo ; 
A ſwordlike gleame 
Kepr man for fin 
Firſt Out ; This beame 
Will guide him 1z, 


The Storm, 


] Sce the uſe ; and know my bloud 
Is not a Sea, 
But a ſhallow, bounded floud 
Though red as he ; 
Yer have I flows, as ſtrong as his, 
And boyling ſtremes thar rave 


With the ſame curling force, and hifle, 


As doth the mountain'd wave. 
C4 


5 


—_— 4 


| O Joyes ! Infinite ſweernes ! with what flowres, 
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2, 


Bur when his waters billow thus, 
Dark ſtorms, and wind 
Incite them ro thar fierce difcuflle, 
Elſe not Inclin'd, 
Thus the Enlarg'd, inraged air 
Uncalmes theſe to a floud, 
Bur ſtill the weather that's moſt tair 
Breeds tempeſts in my bloud ; 


3. 
Lord, then round me with ping Clouds, 


And let my min 
In quick blaſts ſigh bencath thoſe ſhroud 
' A \pirit-wind, 
So ſhall thar ſtorme purge this Recluſe 
Which finfull caſe made foul , 
And wind, and water tothy uſc 
Both waſh, and wing my ſoul. 


= — OO — —— 
— — 


The 
Morning-watch. 


2- And ſhoors of glory, my ſoul breakes, and buds ! 
All Ne long | : "_ 
Of night, and Reſt 
Through the ſtill ſhrouds ot 
Ot ſlecp, and Clouds, bf 
T his Dcw tell on my Breaſt 
O how ir Bloyds, 


And 


Or S acred Poems, 


And Spire all wy Earth ! heark ! In what Ringy 
And - Circulation the quick warld : 
Awakes lings ; 
The riſing winds, 
And falling ſprings, 
Birds, _ all . 0 
Adore him in cheir kinds. 
Thus all is hurl'd 
In ſacred Hymnes, and @rder, The great Chime 
And Sywpheny of nature. Prayer is | 
The world intune, 
A ſpirit-voyce, 
And yocall joyes 
Whoſe Eccho & has "ns bliſle, 
O ler me climbe 
When I lye down ! The Pious foul by nighe 
Is like aclouded ſtarre, whoſe beames though 
To ſhed their lighr 
Under ſome Cloud 
Yer aze above, 
And ſhine, and move 
"Beyond thar miſtie ſhrowd. 
So in my Bed 


ſed 


My lamp, and life, both ſhall in thee abide. 


That Curtain'd grave, though ſleep, like aſhes, hide 


— Oi 


The Ever,ing-watch. 


a Dialogue, 


Arewell! I goe to ſleep ; bur when 
The day-ſtacr ſprings, i'le wake agen. 


Goe, ſleep in peace; and when thou lyeſt 
Unnumber'd in thy duſt when all this frame 
Is but one dramme,and whar thou now deſcrieſt 
In ſcv'rall pazrs ſhall want a name, 


_— © —— a. AM. 


> 
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Then may his be with and each 
Writ inhis ke ne'r —— mans _ 


EnR ewe wo firep 


ray, Boy, 
How many hours do'ſt think 'cill day 2 
Ah ! go; th'art weak,and fleepie, Heav'n Soul, 
Is a plain watch, and withour figures winds 
All ages up ; who drew this Circle even 
Yer, this dT h thee ei A 
cr, this rake wit -T alp of yme 
Is thy firſt breath, and mans nanel Prime, 


@_ 
_ 


>| 

Qllence, and ftcalch of dayes ! 'tis now 
Since thou arr gone, 

Twelve hundred houres, and not a brow 
Bur Clouds hang on. 

As he that in ſome Caves thick damp 
Lockt from the light, 

Fixcth a ſolicary lamp 
To brave the night, 

And walking from his Sun,when paſt 

har gu ring Ray 

Curs through the heavy miſts in haſte | | 
Back to his day, 

$o o'r fled minutes I retreat 
Unto thar hour 

Which ſhew'd thee laſt, bur did defear 
Thy light, and pow'r, 

I ſearch, and rack iny foul ro ice 
Thoſe beams again, 

Bur nothing bur the fuft ro me 


A th plain : f 
Thar dark, ar dead ſleeps in irs known, 

; And common un, 
But thoſe fled ro their Makers throne, 


Or Sacred Phems. At 
O could 1 track them ! bur ſouls muſt 
Track one the other, 
And now the ſpirit, nor che duſt 
Muſt be thy brother. 


Yer I have one Pearle by whoſe lighe 
All things I fee, 


And inthe heart ot E azth, and nighr 
Find Heaven, and thee. 


Mr —_— — o 


Church- Service, 


Rt be the God of Harmony, and Love ! 
The God above ! 
And holy dove ! 
Whoſe Interceding, Cn — 


ake {s mones 


For duſt in every 
Bur a hard, pd rec 


O how in this thy Quire of Souls I ſtand 
CE by thy hand } 


heapel fhnd [ 
Which buſic choughes ( = winds) =_ ſcaner quire 


Bur fy ene 


Thy hand door - -.MJ 
Thoſe blaſts, and knir my frame, 


3+ 
$0 thar both ſtones, and duſt, and all of me 


Joynely agree 
o cry tothee, \ 
And in this Muſick by ip $ bloud 
Seal'd,and made good 
Preſenc, O God! 
—The Eccho of theſe ſtones 


»—— My fghes, and grones, 
—— My lighes, and gr ne 
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Buriall. 


'© Lankan firſt fruirs of che dead, 
And their dark þed, 
When 1 am caſt into thar dee 
And ſenſeleſs ileep 


The wages of my finne 
Ode r 


at Preſerver of all men ! 
Rang Watch o're that looſe 
And empry houſc, 
Which I ſomerimes liv'd in, 


2, 
Ic is (ineruth!) a ruin'd 


Not worth thy E 
And ſcarce a room bur wind, Ar pe 
Bear , and ſtain 
The ſears, Cells within ; 
thy Love low, | 
LOEY And in this Cont 
All filth, and ſporr, 
Didſt with thy ſervant Inne, 


3» 
And nothing can, I hourely ſee, 
Drive thee _ me, | 
Thou art the ſame, fairhfull, and juſt | 
| In life, or Duſt; 
Though then (thus crumm'd) I & ray | 
In blaſts, 
Or Exhalarions, and waſts 
Beyond all Eyes 
Yer thy love ſpies 


Thaz Change,and knows thy C lay, Tor | 


Or Sacred Poems. 45 


4- 
The world's thy boxe : how then (there toſt,) 
Can 1 be loſt ? 
Bur the delay is all ; Tyme now 
Is old, and flaw, 
His wings aze dull, and fickly ; 
Yerhe 
Thy ſervant is, and waits on thee, 
Curt then the ſumme, 


Lord haſte, Lord come, 
O come Lord Jeſus quickly! 


| Rom.Cap.$.ver.23. 

And not only they, but our ſelves alſo, which have the firſt 
fruits of the ſpirit, even wee our ſelves grove within out 
_——Dq— ro wit, the redemption of 


pr ET 


ih. 


"— 


Chearfulneſs, A 


Ord, with what courage, and delight 
L h 1 do eh thing Wi 
thy re ſtaines my wing ? 

I ſhine, and n—— ”y 
Like thoſe above, 
And{with much gladnefſe 
Quirting ſadnefle, ) 

Make me faire dayes of every night. 

2 


Afflition thus, meere pleaſure is, 
And hap whar will, 

If thou be in't, *tis welcome ſtill ; 
Bur ſince thy rayes 
In Sunnie da 


Thou doſt thus lend 
And freely ſpend, 
Ah ! what ſhall I return for this 2 


- 
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3. 
O thar I were all Soul ! chat thor - 
Wouldft make each parr 
Of this poor, finfull frame heart ! 
Then would 1 drown 


q 


Ure, there's arye of Bodyes ! and as they 
p Diſlolve ( with it,) eo Clay,” 
ove languiſheth, memory doth ruſt 
O'r-caſt with that cold duſt ; 
For things thus Center*d, withour Beames, or Aftion 
Nor give, nor take Conta@Q;on, 
And man is ſach a Marygold, theſe fled, 
Thar ſhuts, and hangs the head. 


2. 
Abſegrs within the Line Conſpire, and Sezſe 
TP unite, 
Herbs ſleep unto the Eaſt, and ſome fowles thence 
Watch the Returns of light ; 
Bur hearts are nor ſo kind : falſe, ſhort delights 
Jew Tell us the _ is brave, 
usin Imaginary Hights 
* Wide of ot br ave ; 
Thus Lazarus was carricd out of rown ; 
For 'ris our foes chict art 
By diſtance all good objeRs firſt ro drown, 
then belicge the heart. 
But I will be my own Deaths-bead ; and chough 
The flatr'rer ſay, 1 l:ve, 
Becauſe Incertaintics we cannor know 
Be lure, not to believe. 


Peace, 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Peace, 


M* Soul, rhere is a Countric 
Far beyond the ſtars, 
Where ſtands a winged Centric 
All skilfull in the wars, 
There above noiſe, and « 1h Galle: 
Sweet peace fs crown'd wi iles, 
And oue born in a Manger 
Commands the Beaureous files, 
He is thy gracious friend, 
And (O my Soul awake!) 
Did in pure love deſcend 
To die here for thy ſake, 
If thou canſt get bur thither, 
There growes the flowre of peace, 
The Roſe that cannot wither, 
Thy fortreſle, and thy caſe ; 
Leave thy fooliſh ranges ; 
For none can thee ſecure, 
Bur one, who never changes, 
Thy God, thy life, thy Cure. 


k—— Orr" 


The Paſhon. * 


' My chief good ! 
My dear,dear God ! . 
When thy bleſt bloud 
Did Iflue forth forc'd by the Rod, 


Feel in each blow ! 
How didſt thou weep, 
And thy felt ſtcep 


Whar pain didſt thou x 


a>, 
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In thy own precious, ſaving tcares ! 
F What cruel! tmarr 
Þ7 Did reare thy kearr ! 
| How didſt chou grone it 
| þ In the ſpirit, 
I" O thou,whom my ſou] Loves, and feares ! 


Fi Whoſe juice ſo good 
I feel as Wine, 

"9 Burt thy faire branches felt as bloud, 

'N How wert thou preſt 

To be my featt ! 


| ©. 
q Moſt blefled Vine ! 
1 


| In what decp anguith 
a) Didſt thou _ uiſh, 
| Whar ſpripgs of Sweat, and bloud did drown rhez ! 
How in one path 
| Did the tull wrath 
F Of thy great Farher 
Crowd, and gather, 
Doubling thy gricfs, when none would own thee * 


x 
: 3. 
| How did the weight 
| Of all our ſinnes, 
'F And dearth unite 
8. Towrench, and Rack thy blefled limbes ' 
How pale, and bloudic 
4 Lookt thy Body | 
'\ How bruis'd, and broke 
| With every ſtroke ! 
| How meck, and patient was thy ſpirit ' 
{ How didſt thou cry, 
And gronc on high 
| arty 
And let them live, 
I dye ro makemy toes inherir ! o 
4 


E 


Or Sacred Poems, 


4. 
O bleſlcd Lamb ! 
Thar ook'ſt my finne, 
Thar rook'ſt my ſhame 
Flow ſhall thy duſt thy praiſes ling . 
I mar | were 
One hearty tear ! 
One conſtant ſpring ! 
Then would I bring 
Thee two ſmall mites, and be ar ſtrife 
Which ſhould moſt vie, 
= _ , or cyc, 
caching my years 
In ſiniles” ——_— 
To weep, to ſing, thy Death, my Life; 


D——_— 


Rom.Cap.$.ver.19, 


Etenim res Create exerto Capite obſervantes expeſFant revt- 
latt onem Filiorum Dez. 


Nd do they ſo ? have they a Senſe 
Of ought bar Influence ? 

Can they their heads lift, and expe&, 
And gtone roo ? why th'Ele& 

Can do no more z my volumes ſed 
They were all dull, and dead, 

They judg'd them ſenflefle,and their ſtate 
Wholly I nanimare, 
Go, go; Seal up thy looks, 

And burn thy decks. 


2, 


I would I were a ſtone,or tree, 

Or flowre by pedigree, 
Or ſome ou high-way herb, or Spring 
Te flow 


z Or bird ro ſing ! 


D Thea 
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Silex Scintillans 


Then ſhould I (ryed to one ſure ſtare,) 
All day expe& my dare; 

But I am fadly he c, and ſtray 
A giddy blaſt cach way ; 

O ler me nor thus range ! 


Thou canſt nor change. 


J- 


Sometimes I fir with chee, and tarry 
An hour, or ſo, then vary. 
Thy other Creatures in this Scene 
Thee only aym, and mean; 
Some riſe ro ſeek thee, and with heads 
Ere& pecp from their beds ; 
Others, whoſe birth is in the tomb, 
And cannot quit the womb, 
Sigh there, and grone for thee, 


Their liberty, 


4 


O let not me do lefle ! ſhall they 

Watch, while I ſleep, or play 2 
Shall I thy mercies ſtill abuſe 

With fancies, friends,or newes? 
O brook ir not ! thy bloud is mine, 

And my foul ſhould be thine ; 
O brook it not ! why wilt thou ſtop 

After whole ſhowres one drop > 
Sure, thou wilt joy to ſee 

Thy ſheep with thee, 


po OO 


The 


Or ſacred Poems. 


The Relapſe. 
M* God, how gracious art thol: ! T had flipr 
Almoſt to hell, 
And onthe verge of thar dark, dreadful pic 
Did hear them yell, 
Bur O thy love ! thy rich, almighty love 
That fav'd my ſoul, 
And check: their furie, when I ſaw them move, 
And heard them howl ; 
O my ſole Comfort, take no more theſe wayes , 
This hideous path, 
And I wil mend my own without delayes, 
Ceaſe thou thy wrath 
I have deſerv'd a thick, Egyptian damp, 
Dark as my deeds, 


Should mift within me, and pur our that lamp 
Thy ſpirit feeds ; 
A darting Conſcience full of ſtabs, and fears ; 
No ſhade but Tewgh, 
Sullen, and ſad Ecclipſes, Cloudie ſpheres, 
Theſe are my due. 
Bur he that with his bloud, ( a price roo deere, ) 
My ſcores did pay, 
Bid me, by verttie from him, chalenge here 
The brigh day - 
Sweert,downic thoughts; ſoft Lilly-ſhades; Calm fireams 
Joyes full, and true ; : 
Freſh, ſpicie mornings ; and erernal beams 
Theſe are his due, 


D 2 
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Silex Scintillans 


The Reſolve. 


[ Have confider'd ir ; and find * 
A longer ſtay 
Is but excus'd neglett. To mind 
One path, and ſtray 
Into another, or ro none, 
Cannot be love ; 
When ſhal that traveller come home, 
Thar will not move > 
If chou wouldſt thither, linger nor, 
Catch ar the place, 
Tell yourh, and beauty they muſt ror, 
They'r bur a Caſe ; 
Looſe,parcell'd hearrs wil freeze; The Sun 
With ſcarter'd locks 
Scarce warms, bur by contraſtion 
Can hear rocks ; 
Call in thy Powers ; run, and reach 
Home with the light, 
Be there, before the ſhadows ſtretch, 
And Spanupnight ; 
Follow the Cry no more : there is 
An ancient way 
All ftrewed with flowres, and happineſs 
And freſh as May; 
There turn, and turn no more ; Let wits, 
Smile ar fair cies, 
Or lips ; Bur who there weeping firs, 
Hath gotthe Prize, 


— HIM 


-_ s ®= ; .- 


= — 


The 


Or Sacred Poems. 


The Match, 


D** friend ! whoſe holy, ever-living lines 


Have done muc good 
To many,and have checkt my blood, 
My fierce, wild blood thar ſtill heaves, and inclines, 
Bur is till ram'd 
By thoſe bright fires which thee inflam'd , 
Here I joyn hands, and thruſt my ſtubborn hearr 
Into thy Deed, 
There from no Duties to be freed, 
And if hereafter youth, or folly thwart 
And claim their ſhare, 
Here I renounce the pois'nous ware. 


11 


Ax , dread Lord, the poor Oblation, 
It is bur poore, 
Yer through thy Mercies may be more, 
O thou ! that canſt not wiſh my ſouls damnation, 
Aﬀeord me life _ 
And ſave me from all inward ſtrife 4 — 
Two Lifes 1 hold from thee, my gracious Lord, 
Both coſt thee deer, 
For one, I amthy Tenant here ; 
The other, the rue lite, in the next world 
And endleſs is, 
O ler me ſtill mind that in tis 
To thee therefore my Thoughts, words, Atiors 
I doreſfign, 
Thy will in all be done, not mine. 
Sertle my howſe, and ſhur our all diſtrations 
Thar mayunknit 
My heart, and thee Rug in itz 
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Lord Jeſu! thou didſt bow thy blefled head 


Upon a tree, 
O do as much, now unto me ! 
O hear, and heal thy ſervant ! Lord, ſtrike dead 
| All luſts in me, 
Who onely wiſh life to ſerve rhee 2 
Sufter no more this duſt £o overflow 
7 And drown my eies, 
Bur ſeal, or pin them tothy skics, 
And let this graiz which here in teats | ſow 
| Though dead,and ſich, 
Through thy Izcreaſe grow ew, and quick. 


—_— a i —_— 


FO II _ TE —_— y tt 


Rules axd Leſſons, 


WHen firſt thy Eies unveil, give thy Soul leave 
Todo the like ; our Bodics bur forerun 

The ſpirits duty ; 1 rue hearts ſpread, and heave 

Unto their God, as flow'rs doto the Sun. 

" Give himthy firſt thoughts then ; ſo ſhalt thou keep 
Him company all day, and in him flcep. 


Yer, never ſlerp the Sun up ; Prayer ſhou'd 
Dawn with the day ; There are fer, awful hours 
*Twixt heave, and us z The Manna was not good 
After Sun-riſing, far-day ſullics flowres. 
Riſe to prevent the Sun ; ſlcep doth fins ghur, 
And heav'ns gate opens, when this world's is ſhur, 


Walk with thy fellow-creatures : nore the buſb 

And whiſpers among them, There's not a Sprine, 

Or Leafe Gur hath his M#amghym , Each Buſh 

And 0ah deth khow 1 AM ; canſt thou nor fing ? 
O leave thy Cares, and Follies ! go this way 
And thou att ſure to proſper all rhe day, 

& Se 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Serve God before the world ; let him nor go 
Until thou haſt a bleſſing, then religne 
The whole unto him ; and remember who 
Prevail'd by wreſiliag ere the Sun did ſhize, 
Poure Oyle upon the ſtones, weep for thy fin, 
Then journey on, and have an cic to heav'n, 


Mornings are Myſteries ; the firſt worlds Towth, 
Mans Keſurrift;un, and the furures Bud 
Shrowd in their births: The Crown of life, light, truth 
Is ſtil'd their ſtave, the ſtone, and bidden food. 
Three bleſſings wait upon them, two of which 
Should maye ; They make us both, happy, ricts 


When the world's up, and ev'ry ſwarm abroad, 
Keep thou thy remper, mix nor with each Clay 
Diſpatch neceſſities, life hath a load 
Whuch muſt be carri'd on, and fately may, 
Yet keep thoſe cares withour thee, ler the hearr 
Be Gods alone, and chooſe the better part. 


Through all thy A:ons, Counſels, and Diſcourſe, 
1 keeph Ler Muldneſs, and Keligion guide thee our, * 
If cruth be thine, what needs a brutiſh force 2 
But whar's nor good, and juſt ne'r go abour, 
Wrong not thy Conſcience for a rotten ſtick 
Thar gain is dreadful, which makes ſpirits fick. 


| [T3 God, thy Countrie, and thy friend be true, 
If Prieſt, and People change, keep thou thy ground, 
ue, I'Vho ſcls Religion, is a F#das ew, 
"ts JAnd, oathes once broke, the ſoul cannot be found. 
The perjurer's a devil let looſe z; what can 
Tic uphis hands, that dares mock God, and mag? 


cek nor the ſame ſteps with the Crowd; ſtick thou 
F o thy ſure tror ; a Conſtant, humble mind 
$ his own Joy, and his Makers tco ; 
« folly duſt ir on, or lag behind, 
Se D 4 A 
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" A fiveer ſelf-privacy in a right ſoul 
Our-runs the Earth, and lines the utmoſt pale, 


To all that ſeek thee, bear an open heart > 
Make nor thy breaſt a Labyinth,or Trap ; 
If tryals come,this wil make good thy part, 


For honeſty is ſate, come what can hap ; 
It is the good mans feaſt ; The prince of flowres 
Which thrives in fforms,and ſmels beſt after ſhowres, 


Seal not thy Eyes up from the poor, bur give 

Proportion to their Merits, and th Purſe , 

Thou mai'ſt in Rags a mighty Prince relieve 

Who, when thy fins call for'r, can tence a Curſe. 
Thou ſhalr not loſe one mite. Though waters ſtray, 
The Bread we caſt returns in fraughts one day, 


Spend not an hour ſo, as to weep another, 

For tears are not thine own ; If thou giv'ſt words 

Daſh not thy fr:end, nor Heav's ; O {mother 

A vip*rous thought ; ſome Syllables arc Swords. 
Unbirred rongues arc in their penance double, 
They thame their owners, and the heavers trouble, 


Tnjure not modeſt bloud, whoſe ſpyits riſc 
In judgement againſt Lewaneſs ; that's baſe wit 
Thar yoyds bur filth, and ftench, Haſt thou no prize 
Bur ſickneſs, or In/eftion > Rifle it. 
Who makes his jeſts of fins, muſt be ar leaſt 
If nota very dezi{l, worſe than a Beaſt. 


Yer, fly no friend, if he be ſuch indeed, 
Bur meet roquench his Loagines, and thy Tiirft ; 
Allow your Joyes Kcligzon 3 That done, {peed 
And bring the ſame man back, thou wer: all firſt, 
Who fo returns not, cannot pray aright, 
Bur ſhuts his door, and lcayes God out all night, 


To 


+ 
PYes, 


Ay, 


le, 


11 


To 


Or Sacred Poems, $7 


To highten thy Devetiens,and keep low 
All mutinous hrs, what bulſines e'r thou haſt 
Obſerve God in his works ; here fountains flow, 
Birds ſing, Beaſts feed, Fiſh leap, and ch'Earth ſtands faſt; 
Above are reſtles motzons, running Lights, 
Vaſt Circling Axe, giddy Clouds, days ,nights, 


When Seaſons change, then lay before thine Eys 

His wondrous Method ; mark the various Scenes 

In heav'n ; Hail, Thuader, Rain-bows, Snow, and Ice, 

Calmes, Tempeſts, 1ight, and darknes by his means ; 
Thou canſt nor miſle his Praiſe; Each tree,herb, flowre 
Are ſhadows of his wiſcdome, and his Pow'r, 


To meales when thou doeſt come, give him the praiſe 
Whole Arm ſupply'd thee ; Take what may ſuffice, | 
And then be thankful ; O admire his ways 
Who hls the worlds unempry'd granaries ! 

A thankles feeder is a Thezf, his feaſt 

A very Kobbery, and himſelt no gueſt, 


High-noon thus paſt, thy time decays ; JP 
Thee other thoughts ; Away with friends, and mirth ; 
The Sun now ſtoops, and haſts his beams ro hide 
Under the dark, and melancholy Earth. 

All bur preludes thy End. Thou art the man 

Whoſe Kiſr, hight, and Deſcent is bur a ſpan. 


Yer, ſet as he doth, and 'cis well. Have all 
Thy Beams home with thee ; trim thy Lamp, buy Oy , 
And then ſer forth ; who is thus dreit, The Fat 
Furthers his glory, and gives death the foyl. 

Man is a Summer's day ; whoſe youth, and fire 

Cool to a glorions Evening, and Expire. 


— 


When nighe comes, liſt thy deeds ; make plain the way 
'Twixt Heaven, and thee ; block ir not with delays, 
Bur perte& all before thou flcep'ſt ; Then fay 
The” one Sun more [trung on ny Bead of days. 
What's 
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What's good ſcore up for Joy ; The bad wel ſcann'd 
Waſh oft with tears, and get thy Maſters hand. 


Thy Accounts thus made, ſpend in the grave one houre 


Betore thy time ; Be nor a ſtranger there 
Where thou may'ſt ſleep whole ages ; Lifes poor flowr 


Laſts nor a night ſomerimes. Bad ſpirits fear 
This Coverſation ; Bur rhe man lyes 
Intombed many days before he dyes. 


Being laid, and dreſt for ſleep, Cloſe not thy Eys 

Up with thy Curtains ; Give thy ſoul the wi 

In ſome good thoughts ; So when the day ſhall riſe 

And thou wnrak'ſt thy fire, thoſe ſparks will bring 
New flames; Beſides where theſe vain beats mourn 
And die ; That Buſh where God is, ſhall not burn, 


When thy Nap's over, ſtir thy fire, unrake 

In that dead age ; one beam i'*th* dark ourvies 

Two in the day ; Then from rhe Damps, and Ale 

Ot night ſhut up thy leaves, be Chaſt ; God prys 
Through thickeſt nights; Though then the Sun be far 
Do thou the works ot Day, and riſe a Star. 


Briefly, Doe as thou would'ſt be done unto, 

Love God, and Love thy Neighbour ; Watch, aud Pray. 

Theſe are the words, and 1t'orks of life ; This do, 

And live ; who doth nor thus, hath loſt Heav*ns way. 

- O loſe irnot! look up, wilt Change thoſe Lights 
For Chains of Darknes, and Eternal Nights > 


[ene 


Corruption 


Or Sacred Poems, 


Cortuption, 


*Ure, Ir was ſo. Man in thoſe ear 
Sas noe all fone, and _— 
He ſhin'd a lictle, and by thoſe weak Rays 
Had ſome glimpſe of his birth. 
He ſaw Heaveno'r his head, and knew from whence 
He came (condemned,) hither, 
And, as firſt Love draws ſtrongeſt, ſo from hence 
His mind ſure progreſs'd thither, 
Things here were ſtrange unto him ; Swer, andrill 
All was a thorn, or weed, 
Nor did thoſe laſt, but (like himſelf,) dyed ill 
As ſoon as they did Seed, 
They ſcem'd roquarrel with him ; for that AR 
Thar fel him, foyl'd them all, 
He drew the Curſe upon the world, and Cracke 
The whole frame with his fall. 
This made him long for bome, as loath to ſtay 
Wirth murmurers,and foes; 
He gh'd for Eden, and would often ſay 
Ah \ what biight days were thoſe 7 
Nor was Heay'n cold unto him ; for cach day 
The vally, or the Mountain 
Aﬀeorded viſits, and till Paradiſe lay 
In ſome green ſhade, or fountain, 
Angels lay Leiger here ; Each Buſh, and Cel, 
Each Oke, and high-way knew them R 
Walk bur the ficlds, or fit down at ſome wel, 
And he was ſure to view them. ' 
Almighty Love | where art thou now > mad man 
Sirs down, and treezcth on, 
He raves, and ſwears to ſtir nor kire, nor fan, 


Bur bids the thread be ſpun, 


-- 
_- 
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I ſee, thy Curtains are Cloſe-drawn ; Thy bow 
Looks dim too in the Cloud, 

Sin triumphs till, and man is ſunk below 

he Center, and his ſhrowd ; 

All's in deep ſleep, and night ; Thick darknes lyes 
And th o'r thy people ; 

But hark ! what crumpers that ? whar Angel cries 
Ariſe | Thruſt in thy ſickle, 


I 


H. Scriptures 


IElcome dear book, ſouls Joy, and food ! The feaſt 
Of Spirits, Heav'n extracted lyes in thee ; 

Thou arr lifes Charter, The Doves ſpotleſs neaſt 
Where ſouls arc hatch'd unto Erernitic. 


In thee the hidden ſtone, the Mama lies, 
1 hou art the great Elzxir, rare, and Choice ; 
The Key that opens to all Myſteries, 

The word in Characters, God in the Yoice, 


O that I had deep Cur in my hard heart 
Each line inthee!1hen would I plead in groans 
Of my Lords penning, and by tiwcereſt Art 
R<rurn yy_ou himſelf the Law, and Stones, | 
cad here, my faulrs are thine. This Book, and I 
Willtell thee fo z Sweet Saviour thou didft dye ! 


Unprofitablenes 


ns 


Or Sacred Poems, 


Unprofitablenes. 


Ow rich, O Lord! _———— a _ = J 
Twas bur Juſt now my bleak leayes s$ hung 
Sullyed with duſt and mud ; 
Each ſnarling blaſt ſhor ——_ me, and did ſhare 
Their Youth, and beaury,Cold ſhowres nipr, and wrung 
Their ſpicinefs, and bloud ; 
Bur ſince thou didſt in one ſweer glance ſurvey 
Their ſad decays, 1 flouriſh, and once more 
Breath all perfumes, and ſpice ; 
I ſmell a dew like Myrrh, and all the day 


Wear in my boſome a full Sun; ſuch ſtore » 4 


Hath one beame from thy Eys. 
Bur, ah, my God ! what fruit haſt thou of this ? 
Whar one poor leaf did ever I yer fall 
To wait upon thy wreath 2 
Thus thou all day a thankleſs weed doeſt dreſs, 
And when th' haſt done, a ſtench, or fog is all 
The odour I bcqueath, 


C BEE _ 
Nativity. 


Wake, glad heart ! gerup, and Si 
Aris as Birth-day Cf King, ”_ 
Awake ! awake / 
The Sun doth ſhake 
Light from his locks, and all the wa 
Breathing Perfumes, doth ſpice the r 


* 
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2. 


Awak,awak! heark,how th' wood rings, 
winds whiſper, and the bulic ſprozgs 

A Conſort make ; 

A wake, awake ! 
Man is their high-prieſt, and ſhould rife 
Tooffer up the lacrihce. 


3. 


I would I were fome Bird, or Star, 
Flurt'ring in woods, or littcd far 

Above this [nne 

And Rode of fin! 
Then either Star, ar 2ird, ſhould be +» 
Shining, or ſinging ill ro thee. 


4- 


I would I had in my beſt part \ 
Fir Roomes for thee ! or that my heart 
Were ſo clean as 


Thy er was ! 
BurI am all 6k, and obſcene, 
Yer, if thou wilr, thou canſt make clean, 


F, 


Sweet eſs ! will then; Let no more 
This Leper haunt, and ſoyl chy door, 
Cure him, Eaſe him 
O releaſc him ! 
And ler once more by myſtick birth 
The Lord of life be borne in Earth, 


How 


Or S acred Poems. 


IT. 


Ow kind is heav'n to man ! If here 
One ſinner doth amend 
Strait there is Joy, and ev'ry ſphere 
In muſick doth Contend ; 
And ſhall we thenno voices lift ? 
Are mercy, and ſalvation 
N-t worth our thanks ? ls lite a gift 
Of no more acceptarion 2» 
Shal he that did come down from thence, 
And here for us was lain, 
Shal he be now caſt off > no (cnle 
Of all his woes remain ? 
Can neither Love, nor ſuft”rings bind ? 
Are we all ſtone, and Earth ? 
Neither his bloudy paſſions mind, 
Nor one day blefle his birth 2 
Alas, my God ! Thy birth now here 
Muſt not be numbred in the year. 


The Check. 


PE ace, peace ! I bluſh ro hear rhee ; when thou arr 
A duſty ſtory 

A ſpeechlefle heap, and in the midſt my hearr 
In the ſame livery dreſt 
Lyes tame as all the reſt ; 
When fax years thence digg'd up, ſame yourhfull Eic 
Secks there for Symmerry 
But finding none, ſhal leave thee to the wind, 

Or the next foot to Cruſh, 

Scarr'ring thy kind 

And humble duſt, tell then dear fich 
Where is tby glory 2 
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2, 
As he that in the midſt of day E xpeQs 
The hideous night, 
Sleeps nor, but ſhaking oft ſloth, and negleRs, 
Works with the Sun, and ſets 
Paying the day irs debts ; 
Thar (for Repolc, and darknes bound,) he might 
Reſt from the tears ch night ; | 
So ſhould we too. All things teach us ro dic 
And point us out the way 
While we palle by 
And mind it not ; play not away 
Thy glimpſe of light. 


3. 
View thy fore-runners : Creatures giv'n to be 
Thy yourhs. Companions, 
Take their leave, and dic ; Birds, beaſts, cach trcce 
All that have growth, or breath 
Have one large language, Death. 
O then play not ! bur ſtrive ro him, who Can 
Make thelſc ſad ſhades pure Sun, 
Turning their miſts ro beams, their dawps ro day, 
Whoſe pow'r doth fo excell 
As to make Clay 
A ſpirir, and true glory dwell 
In duſt, and ſtones, 


4+ 
Heark, how he doth Invite thee ! with whar voice 
Of Love, and ſorrow 
He begs, and Calls ; © that ia theſe thy days 
Thou knew'ſ bur thy own good ! 
Shall notthe Crys of bloud, 
Of Gods own bloud awake ther ? He bids beware 
Of drunknes, ſurfeirs, Care, 
But thou ſleep'ſt on ; wher's now thy proteſtation, 
Thy Lines, thy Love ? Away, 
Redcem the day , 
The day that gives no obſeryation, 
Perhapsro morrow, Diſorder 


Or Sacred Poems, 


Diſorder azd frailty. 


yyHen firſt rhou didſt even from the grave 
And womb of darknes becken out 
My bruriſh ſoul, and to thy ſlave 
Becam'ſt thy ſelf, both guide, and Scour 
Even from that hour 
Thou gorſt my heart ; And _ here roſt 
By winds, and bit with fro 
I pine, and ſhrink 
Breaking the link 
*Twixz thee, and me ; And oftimes creep 
Into th' old filence, and dead ſleep, 
Quirting thy way 
the long day, 
Yer, ſure, my God ! I love thee moſt, 
Alas, thy love ! 


2, 


I threaten heaven, and from my Cell 
Of Clay, and frailry break, and bud 
Touch'd by thy fire, and breath ; Thy bloud 
Too, is yy Dew, and ſpringing wel, 
ut while I grow 
And ſtretch to thee, ayming art all 
Thy ſtars, and ſpangled hall, 
Each fly doth raſt 
Poyſon, and blaſt 
My yielding leaves ; ſometimes a ſhows 
Bears them quite off, and in aa hour 
Not one poor ſhoot 
L.. Bur the bare roor 
id undcr ground ſurvives the fall 
Alas, frail weed \ 


xder E 


Thus 


pon ES. 
Wo reno, 
— -y»- -_ - . 
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3. 
Thus like ſome ſleeping Exhalation 
(Which wak'd by heat, and beams, makes up 
Untothar Comforter, the Sun, 
And ſoars, and thines ; But c'r we ſup 
And walk two ſteps 
Cool'd by the damps of night, deſcends, 
And, whence it ſprung, there ends,) 
Doth my weak fire 
Pine, and retire, 
And (after all my hight of flames,) 
In ſickly Expirations tamcs | 
Leaving me dead 
On my firſt bed 
Untill thy Sun again aſcends. | 
Poor, falling Stat ! 


— 


4 
O, is! but give wings ro my fire 
And hatch - foul, Tncill ic fl : 
Up where thou art, amongſt thy tire 
Of Stars, above Infirmity ; 
Ler nor perverſe, 1 

And fooliſh thoughts adde ro my Bil 

Ot forward fins, and Kil 


Thar ſeed, which thou ! 

In me didſt ſow, 
Bur drefle, and water with thy grace ; 
Together with the'ſced, the place ; 

And for his ſake 

Who died ro ſtake ( 
His life for mine, rune to thy will 

My heart, my verſe. I 


Hoſea Cap. 6. ver. 4. 

0 Ephraim what ſhall I do «atto thee > @ Fuddth how ſhall 

inireat thee ? for thy gaadne(.9 1s as a moruing Cloud, and 
the early Dew it gveth away. 


Id 


$ — - 


Or Sacred Poems, 97. 


Idle Verſe, 


G®9 » £9,queint folies, fugred fin, 
Shadow no more 4 door; 

I will no longer Cobwebs ſpin, 
I'm roo much on the ſcore. 


For ſince amidſt my youth, and night, 
My great preſerver ſmiles, 

Wee'l make a Match, my only light, 
And Joyn againſt their wiles ; 


Blind, deſp'rare fits, that ſtudy how 
To dreſle, and trim our ſhame, 

That gild rank poyſon, and allow 
Vice in a fairer name ; 


The Purles of yourhfull bloud, and bowles, 
Luſt inthe Robes of Love, 
The idle talk of feav'riſh ſouls 
Sick with a ſcarf, or glove ; . 


Let ir ſuffice my warmer days 
 Simper'd, and hin'd on you, 
Twiſt not my Cyprefſe with your Bays, 
Or Roſes with my Yewgh; 


Go, go, ſeek our ſome greener thing, 
It ſnows, and freezeth here ; 
Ler Nighcingales arrend the ſpring, 
inter is all my year. 


[ 
Ley E 2 Sondays 
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Son-dayes. 
RRight ſhadows of true Reſt ! ſome ſhoots of bliſle, 


Heaven once a week ; 
The next worlds gladnes prepofleſt in this ; 
A day to ſeck ; 


Erernity in time ; the ſteps by which 

We Climb above all ages ; Lamps that light 

Man through his heap of dark days ; and the rich, 
And full redemption of the whole weeks flight; 


Z, 


The Pulleys unto headlong man ; times bower ; 
The narrow way ; 

Tranſplanted Paradiſe ; Gods walking boure z 

The Cool o'rh' day ; 


The Creatures 7ubile ; Gods parle with duſt ; 

Heavenaere ; Man on thoſe hills of Myrrh, and flowres 
els deſcending ; the Rerurns of Truſt ; 

A Gleam of glory, after ſix-days-ſhowres, 


3 0D wc oQ -_ rs =; ans am 


3, 


The Churches love-fcaſts ; Times Prerogative, 
And Intereſt 
Dedued from the whole; The Combs, and hive, 
And home of reſt. 


wg wo TY 


The milky way Chalkt out with Suns ; a Clue 

Thar guides through crring hours ; and in full ſtory || 
A taſte of Heay*n on earth ; the pledge, and Cue ; 
Of a full feaſt ; And rhe Our Courts of glory. 


Rex 


Or Sacred Poems. 


” Repentance. 


; Ord, fince thou didſt in this vile Clay 

Thar ſacred Ray 
y ſpirit plant, quickning the whole 
Vich that one grains Infuſed wealth, 
y forward fleſt creep on, and ſubtly ſtole 
xh growth, and power; Checking the health 
d hear of thine ; Thar lictle gate 
d narrow way, by which to thee 
c Paſlage is, He rerm'd a grate 
ad Entrance to Caprivitie 
y laws bur ners, where ſome ſmall birds 
And thoſe bur ſeldome too) were caught, 
hy Promiſes but empty words 
hich none bur Children heard, or taught, 
his 1 believed : And though a friend 
ame oft from far, and whiſper'd, No ; 
et that not ſorting tomy end 
wholy liſten'd to my foe. ; 
wresPherefore, frew through with gricf, my ſad 
duced ſoul ſighs up to thee, 
o thee who wath true light art Clad 
nd ſeeſt all things juſt as they be. 
ok from thy throne upon this Rowl 
f heavy ins, my high cranſgreflions, 
hich I Contefle withall my foul, 
y God, Accept of my Confeſſion. 

kt was laſt da 
Touch'd with the guilt of my own way) 
fare alone, and taking up 

The hitter Cup, 
ory Jhrough all chy fair, and various ſtore 
> aught our what might outyie my ſcore. | 

The blades of grafſe,thy Creatures feeding, 


The uees, their leafs pts flowres, their leading, 


| 


- _ 


— 
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The Duſt, of which I am a part, 
The Srones much ſofter than my hearr, 
The drops of rain, the ſighs of wind, 
The Stars to which I am ſtark blind 
The Dew thy herbs drink up by nighe, 
The beams they warm them ar 1'th' light, 
All that have fgnature or life, 
I ſummon'd to decide this ſtrife, 
And leſt I ſhould Jack for Arrears, 
A ſpring ran by, I cold her cars, 
Bur when theſe came unto the fcals, 
My fins alone ourweigh*d them all. 
O my dear God ! my lite, my love ! 
Moſt blefied lamb ! and mildeſt dove ! 
Forgive your penitent Ottender, 
And n2 | ava bis {l1ns remember, 
Scarter theſe ſhadcs of death, and give 
Light to my foul, that ir may live ; 
Cur me nor off for my trauſgreſtons, 
Wilful rebellions, and ſuppreſſhons, 
Bur give them in thoſe ſtreams a part 
Whoſe ſpring is in my Savivurs ru 
Lord, I confefle the heynous ſcore, 
And pray, I may do ſo no mare, 
Though then all ſinners I exceed 
O think on this ; Thy Soa did bleed ;; 
O call ro mind his wounds, his woes, 
His Agony, and bloudy throws ; 
Then Took on all thar thou haſt made, 
And mark how they do fail, and fade, 
The heavens themſclves, though fair and brighg 
Aredark, andunclean in thy fight, 
How then, with thee, Can man be holy 
Who doeſt thine Angels charge with folly? 
O what am I, thar I ſhould breed 
Figs on a thorne, flowres on a weed ! 
I am the gourd of fin, and ſorrow 
Growing o'r night, and gone t9 morrow; + 


Or ſacret! Poems. 21 


In all this Round of life and death 
Nothing's more vile than is my breath, 
Profanenes on my tongue doth reſt, 
DefeRs, and darknes in my breſt, 
Pollutions all my body wed, 
And even my ſoul to thee is dead, 
Oaly in him, on whom I feaſt , 
Both ſoul, and body are well dreſt 
His pure perfc&ion quits all ſcore, 
And fills the Boxes of his poor 
He is the Center of long life, and light, 
I am bur finire, He is Infinite, 
O lerthy Z«ſticethen in him Confine, 
And through his merits, make thy mercy mine !. , 


—____ 
— 


The Bun1a . 
Of an Infant. 


Leſt Infant Bud, whoſe Bloſſome-life 
Boid only look about, and fal, 
Wearycd our in a harmles ftrife 

Of rears, and milk, the food of all ; 


Sweertly didſt thou m__ : Thy ſoul 

Flew home unſtai'd by his new kin, 

For ere thou knew*ſt how to be foul, 

Death wean'd thee from the world, and fin, * 


Softly reſt all chy Virgin-Crums ! 

apt in the ſweers of thy young breath, 
xpeQing rill thy Saviout Comes 

0 dreſſe them, and #nſwadle dearh. 


—_ 


E 4 Faith 
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Faith. 


Right, and bleſt beame | whoſe ſtrong projeQion 


Equall co all, 
Reacheth as well things of dejeQtion 
As th' high, and call ; 
How hath my God by raying thee 
Inlarg'd his ſpouſe, 
And of a private familic 
Made open houſe ? 
All may be now Co-heirs; no noiſc 
Of Bond, or Free 
Can Interdi& us from thoſe Joys 
Thar wait on thee , 
The Law, and Ceremonics made 
A glorious night, 
Where Stars,and Clouds,foh lighr,and ſhade 
Had equal right ; 
Bur,as in nature, when the day 
Breaks , night adjourns, 
Stars ſhur up ſhop, miſts pack away, 
And the Moon mourns ; 
So when the Sun of righteouſneſs 
Did once appear, 
Thar Scene was chang'd, and a new drefle 
Left for us here; 
Vciles became uſcles, Alrars fel, 
Fires ſmoking die; 
And all that ſacred pomp, and ſhel 
Of things did flic ; | 
Then did he ſhine forth, whoſe ſad fall, *'” 
And bitter fghes 
Were figur'd in thoſe _— 
Gnd Cloudic Kites ; 


Or Sacred Poems. 


And as i'th* natural Sun, theſe three, 


Light, motion, heat, 


$0 arc now Faith, Hope, Charity 


Through him Compleat ; 


Faith ſpans up blifſe ; what fin, and death 


Pur us quite from, 


Leſt we ſhould run for't our of breath, 


Faith brings us home ; 


So that I need no more, bur ſay 


I do believe, 


And my moſt loving Lord traitway 


"doth anſwer, Live. 


——_— — 


At 


— 


The Dawning. 


! what time wilt thou come ? when ſhall that cric 
The Bridegroome's Comming | fil the sky ? 
Shall ir in the Evening run 
When our words and works are done ? 
Or wil thy all-ſurprizing light 
Break at midnight ? 
When either ſleep, or ſome dark pleaſure 
Poſſeſieth mad man withour meaſure ; 
Or ſhal theſe early, fragranc hours 
Unlock thy bowres ? 
And with their bluſh of light deſcry 
Thy locks crown'd with erecniric; 
Indeed, ir is the only time 
Thar with thy glory doth beſt chime, 
All now are ſtirring, ev'ry field 
Ful hymas doth yield, 
The whole Creation ſhakes off nighr, 
And for thy ſhadow looks the light, 
Stars now vanith withour number, 


Sleepic Planers fer, and lumber, 


bo ——— > 
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The purſic Clouds disband, and ſcatter, 

All expe& ſome ſudden marter, 

Nor one beam triumphs, but from far 
That morning-ftar ; 


O at whar time ſocyer thou 

(Unknown to us, ) the heavens wilt bow, 
And, with thy Angels in the ay, 
Deſcend to Judge poor careleſs man, 
Grant, I may pur like puddle lic 

In a Corrupt ſecuritic, 

Where, if a travcllcr water crave, 

He finds it dead, and in a grave ; 

Bur as this reſtleſs, vocall Sprize 

All day, and night doth run, and fing, 
And though here born, yet is acquainted 
Elſewhere, and flowing ——_ untaintcd ; 
So let me all my buſic age 

In thy free ſervices ingage, 

And though (while os of force I muſt 
Have Commerce ſomtimes with poor duſt, 
And in my fleſh, though vile, and low, 
As this doth in her Channel, flow, 

Yer let my Courſe, my aym, my Love, 
And chict acquaintance be above ; 

So when that day, and hour ſhal come 

In which thy ſelt wil be the Sun, 
Thou'lt find me dreſt and on my way, 
Watching the Break of thy great day. 


—_— — 


Admiſfon. 


\ 


l. 


Or Sacred Poems, 


Admiſhon. 


Ow ſhril arc filent rears? when fin got head 
And all my Bowels turn'd 
To braſle, and iron ; when my ſtock lay dead, 
And all my powers mourn'd; 
Then did theſe drops ( for Marble ſweats, 
And Rocks have tears, ) 
As rain here at our windows beats, 
Chide in thine Ears 


, 


2. 
No quiet couldſt rhou have; nor didſt chou wink, 
And ler thy Begger lie, 
Burt e*'r my cics could overflow their brink 
Didſt to cach dropreply ; 
Bowels of Love ! at what low rate, 
And light a price 
Doſt thou relieve us at thy gate, 
And ſtil our Crics 7 


3. 
Wee are thy Infants, and ſuck thee ; If cha 
Bur hide, or turn thy face, | 
Becauſe where thou art, yer, we cannoe go, 
We ſead rears tothe place, 
Theſe find thee our, and though our fins 
Drove thee away, | 
Yet with thy love that abfence wins 
Us double pay. 


4 

O give me then a thankful heart ! a heare 
Afrer thy own, not mine ; 

So after thine, that all, andev'ry part 

Of mine, may wajton thine ; 


Stlex Scintillans 


O hear ! yer nor my tears alone, 
Hear now a floud 


A floud that drowns both tears, and grones, 


My Saviours bloud, 


Praiſe, 


Ks of Comforts ! King of life ! 
Thou haſt cheer'd me, 

And when feats, and doubts were rifc, 
Thou haſt cleer'd me ! 


Nor a nook in all my Breaſt 
Bur thou flI'ſt ir, 


Nor a thought, that breaks my reſt, 
Bur thou kill ir; 


Wherefore with my utmoſt ſtrength 


I wil praiſe thee, 


And as thou giv'ſt line, and length, 


I wil raiſc thee ; 


Day, and night, not once a day 


will blefle thee, 
And my ſoul in new arra 


I will drefle cc » 


Nor one minute in the year 
Bur I'l mind thee 


As my ſcal, and braceler here 


1 wil bind thee ; 


In thy word, as if in heaven 
I wil reſt me, 


And thy promile *ril made even 
There ſhall fcaſt me. 


Thea 


Or Sacred Poems. 


hen, thy ſayings all my life 
SO They ſhal pleaſe me, 
And thy bloudy wounds, and ſtrife 
They wil eaſe me on 
Wirk thy grones my daily breath 
I will mealure, 
And my life hid in thy dearh 
I will creaſure, 


h then thou are 
You - ought of heart 
All $3 
_ And canſt no whit 
Acceſle admir 
From duſt and dulneſs ; 


Yerto thy name 4 
( as nor the ſame of 
With thy bright Eflence,) 
Our foul, Clay hands . 
Arthy Commands , 
Bring praiſe, and Incenſe 


If then, dread Lord, 

When to thy board 
Thy wretch comes begging, 

He hath a flowre ) 

Or | to his pow'r 
Some ſuch poor Off ring ; : 


-TY 


When thou haſt made 
Thy begger glad 
And fill'd his bers, OM _ 
Ler him (though poor,) 
Strow at thy door 
Thar one poor Bloſlome, 


Dreſſing; 


PZ Silex Scintillans 


\ Dreſſing. 


'O Thou thar loveſt a pure, and whirend ſoul ! 
Thar feedſt among rhe Lillies, 'till the day 
Break, and the ſhadows flee; touch with one Coal! 
My frozen heart ; and with thy fecrer key 


Open my deſolate rooms ; my gloomie Breſt 
Wirth thy cleer fire refine, burning to duſt 
Theſe dark Confuſions that wichin me neſt, 
And ſoyl thy Temple with a finful ruſt. 


Thou holy, harmleſs, undefil'd high-pricſt ! 
The perfe&, ful oblation for all fin, 

Whoſe glorious conqueſt nothing can refiſt, 
But even in babes doeſt triumph ſtill and win; 


Give to thy wretched one 
Thy myſticall Communion, 
That,abſenr, he may ſee, 
Live, dic, and riſe with thee ; 
Let him ſo follow here, that in the end 
He may take thee, as thou doeſt him incend, 


Give him thy privarte ſeal, 
Earncſt, and ſign ; Thy gifts ſo deal 
That theſe forcrunners here 
May make the fucure clcer ; 
Wharever thou doſt bid, ler faith make good, 
Bread tor thy body, and Wine for thy blood. © 
Give him (with pitty) love, 
Two flowres that grew with thec abovez \ 
Love that hal not admit 
Anger for one ſhort fit, 
And pitry of ſuch a divine extent 
That may thy members,more than mine,reſent, 


Give 


Or Sacred Poems. 


Give me, my God ! thy grace, 
The beams, and brighrnes of thy face, | 
Thar never like a beaſt | 
I rake thy ſacred feaſt, 
Or the dread myſteries of thy bleſt bloud | 
uſe, with like Cuſtome, as my Kirchin foods | 
Some fit ro rhee, and car 
Thy body as their Common mcat, 
O let not me do fo! | 
| 
| 


Poor duſt ſhould ly (till low, 
Then kneel my ſoul, and body ; kneel, and bow, 


If Saints, and Angels fal down, much more thou. 


_— 


——_— 


( 
Eafter-day. | 


'J Hou, whoſe ſad heart, and weeping head lyes low, | 
Whoſe Cloudy breſt cold damps invade, | 
Who never feeI'ſt the Sun, nor ſmooth'ſt thy brow,-- 
Bur fitr'ſt oppreficed inthe ſhade, 
Awake, awake, 
And in his RefurreQion partake, 
Who on this day that thou might'ſt riſe as he,} 
Roſe up, and cancell'd rwodcarths duc to thee, 


Awake, awake, and, kkethe Sun, diſperſe 
All miſts chat would uſurpthis day ; 
Whese azc thy Palmes, thy branches, and thy verſe 2 
 Hoſamna | hcark ; why doeſt thou ſtay + 
Ariſc, ariſc, 
And with his healing bloud anoint thine Eys, 
Thy inward Eys ; his bloud will cure thy mind, 
Whoſe ſp:rrlc only could reſtore ehe blind, = 


Eafter- 


— 


” OS 


-— — ae. a. 


= > ca. a 6. 
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Eaſter Hymn, 


Eath, and darkneſs ger tort po 
3 


Nothing now to man is 


All your triumphs now are ended, 
And what Adam marr'd, is mended ; 
Graves are beds now for the weary, 
Death a nap, to wake more merry ; 


Youth now, full of pious duty, 
Sceks in thee for perfe@ beauty, 


The weak, and aged tir'd, wit 


Ot daies, from thee look for new ſtrength, 
And Infants with thy pangs Conteſt 


As pleaſant, as if with the breſt ; 


Then, unto him, who thus hath thrown 
Even to Contempt thy kingdome down, 


And by his blood did us advance 


Unto his own Inheritance, 


To him be glory, power, praiſe 
From this, unto the laſt of daict 


"= 


The Holy Communion, 


WE lcome ſweer, and ſacred feaſt ; welcome life ! 
Dead I was, and deep in trouble ; 

Burt grace, and bleſſings came with thee ſo rife, 
Thar they have quicken'd even dric ſtubble ; 
Thus foules their bodies animare, 


And thus, ar firſt, when things 


Dark, void, and Crude 


were rude, 


They, by thy Word, their beaury had, and dare ; 


All were by thee, 
And ſtil muſt be, 


Nothing | 


© 5 
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Nothing thar is, or lives, 
Burt hath his Quicknings, and reprieves 
As thy hand opes, or ſhuts ; 
Healings, and Curs, 
Darkneſs, and day-light, life, and death 
Are but meer leaves turn'd by thy breath. 
Spirits wirhour thee die, 
And blackneſs firs 
On the divineſ wits, 
As on the Sun Ecclipſes lie. 
Bur thar great darkneſs at thy death 
Whenthe veyl broke with thy laſt breath, 
Did make us ſce 
The way to thee ; 
And now by theſe ſure, ſacred tics, 
Aft.r thy blood 
(Our ſov'rain good,) 
Had clear'd our cies, 
And given us fight ; 
Thou doſt unto thy ſelf berroth 
Our ſouls, and bodies borh 
In everlaſting lighe. 


Was'r nor enough that thou hadſt payd the price 
And given us cies 
When we had none, bur thou muſt alſo rake 

Us by the hand 

And keep us llill awake, 

When we would fleep, 

Or from thee creep, 
Who without thee cannor ſtand >» 


Was'r not enough to loſe thy breath 
And blood by an accurſed death, 
Bur thou muſt alſo leave 
Tous thar did bereave 
Thee of them both, theſe ſeals the mean: 
That ſhould both cleanſe 
F 
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And keep us fo 
Who wroughr chy wo ? 
O roſe of Sharan i O the Lilly 
Of the valley / 
How art thou now, thy flock to keep, 


Become both fued, and Shepheard to thy ſheep ! 


Plalm 121, 


LIP to thoſe bright, and gladſome hils 
Whence flowes my weal, and mirth, 

I look, and figh for him,who fils 
(Unſeen,) both hcaven,and carth. 


He is alone my help,and hope, 
thar I ſhall not be moved, 

His watchful Eye is ever 6pe, 
And guardeth his beloved; 


The glorious God is my ſole ſtay, 
e is my Sun, and ſhade, 
The cold by night, the heat by day, 
Neither ſhall me invade. 


He keeps me from the ſpite of foes, 
Doh all cheir plots controul, 
And is a ſhield (not reckoning thoſe,) 

Unto my very foul, 


Whether abroad, amidſt the Crowd, 
Or cls within my door 

He is my Pillar, and my Cloud, 
Now, and for cvermote, 


AfﬀiQion, 


Or Sacred Poems, 
AfMiAion; 


PF*< peace ; It is nor ſo, Thou doeſt miſcall 
Thy Phyſick ; Pils chat change 
Thy fick Accefſions into ſerled health, 
This is the great K{ai/ that turns gall 
To wine,and ſweetneſs; Poverty to wealth, 
And brings man home, when he doth range. 
Did not he, who ordain'd the day, 
Ordain night roo ? 
And inthe greater world diſplay 
Whar inthe lefler he would do 7 
All fleſh is Clay, thou know'ſt ; and but that God 
Doth uſe his rod, 
And by a fruitfull Change of troſts, and ſhowres 
Cheriſh, and bind thy por*rs, 
Thou wouldſt ro weeds,and thiſtles quire diſperſe, 
And be more wild than is thy verſe ; 
Sicknels is wholſome, and Crofles arc but curbs 
To check the mule, unruly man; 
They are heavens husbandry, the famous fan 
Purging the floor which Chatf diſturbs. 
Were all the ycar one conſtant Sun-ſhine, wee 
ſhould have no flowres, 
All would be drought, and leanneſs ; nor a tres 
wauld make us bowres ; 
Beaury conſiſts in colours z and that's beſt 
Which is not faxr, bur flics, and flowes -* 
The ſertled Ked is dull, and wii'es that rcſt 
Something of fickneſs would diſcloſe. 
Viciſhitude plaies all the game, 
nothing that ſtirrs, 
Or hath a name, 
Bur waits upon this wheel, 
Kingdomes too have their Phyſick, and for ſteel, 
Exchange thcir ron and furrs, 


> 


Thus | 


84 Silex Scantillans 
Thus doth God Key diforder'd man 


(which none elle can, ) 
Tuning his breſt co riſe, or fall ; 
And by a facred, necedtu!l arr 
Like ſtrings, ſtretch cv'ry part 
Making the whole moſt Muſical], 


oe <—— - — ——_— ———— ER 


The Tempeſt. 


fp" 1s man parccll'd our > how ev'ry hour 
Shews him himiclt, or tomthing he thould ſee > 
This late, long heat may h.s Inſtruction be, 
And tempetts have more in them than a thowr, 


when nature an "er boſone [uw 
Her Infants dic, 

And all her flow. es *4t"ed to ſtraw, 
H » brelts e 0w4 dry : 

She made the Earth thu nw ſe, ton: b,, 
$12 to te 5k, 

Ti 0 thoſe (ig' es fereb'd /r 0m ber womb 
Kan did reply, 

So m the mid(t of all! her ſcars 


And faint reque(ts 4 
Her E arneſt jighes procir'd bertea;s 
And fill'd ber breſts, 


O that man could do ſo! that he would hear 
The world read to him ! all the vaſt cxpence 
Inthe Creation ſhed, and flav'd to {cence 

Makes up bur lc&ures tor his cie, and car. 


Sure, mighty love foreſceing the diſcenr 

Of this poor Creature, by a gracious art 

Hid in theſc low things " Auk. to gain his heart, 
And layd furprizes in Element, 


All 


"—_ 


FF &@ 
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All things here ſhew him heaven ; waters that fall 

Chide, and fly up ; Myſts of corrupreſt fome 

Quir their hrſt beds & morn; rrees, herbs,flowres,all 
Strive upwards ſtil, and point him the way home. 


How do they caſt off groflazſs > only F arth, 

And Man (like Iſſachar) in lodes delight, 

Warer's rehn'd t» Motion, Aire to Light, * [:izbt, 
Fire to all * three, but man harh no ſuch mircth. « Motzon, 

bat. 

Plants in the r09t with Earth do moſt Comply, 

Their Leafs with water, and humidirie, 

The Flowres to air draw neer, and ſubrtilcie, 
And ſeeds a kinred hre have with the $ky. 


All have their keyes, and ſer aſcents ; but man 
Though he knows theſe, and hath more of his own, 
Sleeps atthe ladders foor ; alas ! what can 

Theſe new diſcoverics do, except they drown ? 


Thus groveling in the ſhade, and darkneſs, he 
Sinks to a dead oblivion ; and though all 
He ſees, (like Pyramds,) thoot from this ball 
And leſs'ning ſtill grow up inviſibly, 


Yer hugs he ſtil his durr ; The ftrff: he wears 
And painted trimming takes down borh his eics, 
Heaven hath leſs beauty than the duſt he [pics, 
And money better muſick than the Sphcres. 


Life's bur a blaſt, he knows it ; what ? ſhal ſtraw, 
And bul-ruſh-ferre:s remper his ſhort hour 3 
Muſt he nor fip,nor ling ? grows ne'r a flowr 

Tocrown his temples + thal dreams be his law 2 


O fooliſh man ! how haſt thou loſt thy fight ? 
How is it that the Sun to thee alone 
Is grown thick darkne(s, and thy bread, a fone 2? 
Hath det no foftneſs now ? mid-day nv light 2 
F 3 Lord ! 
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Lord ! thou didſt pur a ſoul here ; If I muft 


Be broke again, for flints will give no fire 


Wirhour a ſtcel, O ler thy power cleer 


Thy gift once more, and grind this flint ro duſt ! 


 I—w_T 


—I—_ 
— . — 


Retirement, 


Hoon yon throne of Azure firs, 
Keeping, cloſe houſe 
Above the morning-ſtarre, 
Whoſe meaner ſhowes, 
And ourward utenſils theſe glorics arc 
That ſhine and ſhare 
Part of his manſion ; He one day 
When I went quite aſtray 
Our of meer love 
By his mild Dove 
Did ſhcw me hoine, and put me in the way. 


he 
—_ 


Let ir ſuffice ar lengrh thy firs 
And luſts ( taid hc,) 
Have had thcir wiſh, and way ; 
Prellc not to be 
Still chy own toe, and mine ; for to this day 
I did dclay, 
And would not ſce, but choſe to wink, 
Nay, at the very brink 
And edge of all 
When thou wouldſt fall 
My loye-twift held thee up, my unſeen link, 


3. 


I 


Ex 


Bur 


Ini 


The 
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I know thee well ; for I have fram'd 
And hate thee not, 
Thy ſpirit too is mine ; 
I know thy lot, 
E xtent,and end, for my hands drew the line 
Aſſigned thine ; 
If then thou would'ſt unto my ſear, 
'Tis not th'applauſe, and fear 
Of duſt, and clay 
Leads to that way, 
Burt from thoſe follics a reſoly 'd Rerrear, 


4 
Now here below where yer untam'd 
Thou doeſt thus rove 
I have a houſe as well 
As there above, 
In it my Name, and honour both do dwell 
And ſhall unrill 
I make all new ; there nothing gay 
In perfumes, or Array, 
Duſt lies with duſt 
And hath bur juſt 
The ſame ReſpeR, and room, with ev'ry clay. 


1 
A faithful ſchool where thou maiſt ſee 
In Heraldrie 
Of ſtones, and ſpeechleſs Earth 
Thy rue deſcent ; 
Where dead men preach,who can wrn feaſts,and mirrh 
To funerals, and Lent. 
There duſt that our of doors might ll 
Thy cies, and blind thee ſtill, 
Is faſt aſleep; 
— Up then, and keep 
Within thoſe doors, (my doors) doſt kear > 1 will. 


F 4 Love 
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Love, and Diſcipline. 


C Ince in a land nor barren ſtil 
(Becauſe thou doſt thy grage diſtil,) 
My lort is faln, Bleſt be thy will ! 


And fince theſe biting froſts bur kil 
Some tares in me which choke, or ſpil 
Thar ſeed thou ſow'ſt, Bleſt be thy >kil ! 


Bleſt be thy Dew, and bleſt thy froſt, 
And happy I to be ſo croſt, 
And cur'd by Crofles at thy coſt. 


The Dew doth Cheer what is diſtreſt, 
The froſts ill weeds nip, and moleſt, 
In both thou work'ſ unto the beſt. 


Thus while thy ſev'ral mercies plor, 
And work on me now cold, now hor, 
The work goes on, and flacketh nor, 


For as thy hand the weather ſteers, 
So thrive I beſt, 'twixr joyes, and ecars, 
And all the year have ſome grean/Ears. 

} 


The Pilgrimage. 


S rravellours when the twilight's come, 
A And in the $ky the ſtars appear, 
The paſt daies accidents do ſumme 


With, Thys wee ſaw there, and thus here, 


Then 


97 
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Then Facob-like lodge in a _ a.) 


( A place, and no more, is 
Where till the day reſtore the race 
They reſt and dream homes of their own. 


So for this nighr I linger here 
And full ofeciings too and fro, 


E xpe& ſtil when thou wilt appear 
That I may get me up, and gv. 


1 long, and grone, and grievefor thee, 
For = my words, my tears do guſh, 
O that 1 were but where I ſte | 


Is all che noe within my Buſh, 


As Birds rob'd of their native wood, 
Alrhough their Dier may be fine, 

Yer neither fing, nor like their food , 
Bur with che thought of home do pine; 


So do I mourn, and hang my head, 
And though thou doft me fullnes give, 
Yer look 1 for far betrer bread 

Becauſe by this man cannot live, 


O feed merthen ! and fince I may 

Have yet more days,more nighrs co Count, 
So ſtrengthen me, Lord,all che way, 
Thar I may travel ro thy Mount, 


| 
| 
| 
| 
{ 
| 
'S 
| | 


Heb. Cap. xi. yer. 13. 


And they Conſe{ſed, thas 5izty weie (trancers, and Pilerim 
#9 the carth, Jens I a Ve L 


The 


90 Silex Scintillans 
The Law, and the Goſpel. 


Lora, when thou didſt on Sinai patch 
And ſhine from Paran, when a firie Law 
Pronounc'd with thunder, and thy threats did thaw 
Thy Peoples hearrs when all thy weeds were rich 
And Inacceſſible for light, 
Terrour, and might, 
How did poor ficſh (which after thou didſt weare,) 
Then faint, and fear ! 
Thy Choſen flock, like leafs in a hi wind, 


Whiſper'd obedience, and their heads Inclin'd, 


z. 


But now fince we to Sion came, 
And through thy bloud thy glory ſee, 
With filial Confidence we Sor! thee ; 
And where the other mount all clad in flame, 
And threatning Clouds would not ſo much 
As *bide the touch, 
We Climb up this, and have too all the way 
Thy hand our ſtay, 
Nay, thou tak'ſ ours, ho (which ful Comfort brings ) 
Thy Dove t90 bears us on her ſacred wings, 


3. 


Yer fince man is a very brute 
And after all thy A&s of grace doth kick, 
Slighring rhat health thou gav'ſt, when he was fick, 
Be nor dilpleas'd, If I, who have a ſure 

To rice each houre, beg at thy door 

For mo one more ; 
O plant in me thy Goſpe/, and thy Law 
' Both Fanh, and At; F : 
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So rwiſt them in my heart, thatever there 
I may as wel as Love, find too thy fear ! 


4+ 


Let me nor ſpil, but drink thy bloud, 
Not break thy fence, and by a black Exceſs | 
Force down a Juſt Curſe, when thy hands would bleſs ; 
Let me not carter, and deſpiſe my food, 
Or nail thoſe blefled Gabe again 
Which bore my painz 
So Shall thy mercies flow : for while I fear, 
I know, thow'lr bear, 
'Bur ſhould thy mild Injun&ion nothing move me, 
I would both think, and Judge I did not love thee, 


John Cap. I 4, YET. IS, 
If ye love me, keep my Commandements. 


” —— 


The World. 


] Saw Eternity the other nighr 
Like a great King of pure and endleſs light, 
All calm, as it was bright, 
And round bencath ir, Time in hours, days, years 
Driv'n by the ſpheres 
Like a vaſt ſhadow mov'd, In which the world 
And all her train were hurl'd ; 
The doting Lover in his queinreſt ſtrain 
D:d their Complain, 
Neer him, his Lute, his fancy, and his flights, 
Wirs (© our delights , 
Wirh gloves, and knots the filly ſnares of pleaſure 
Yer his dear Treaſure 
All ſcatter'd lay, while he his eys did pour 
Upon a flowr, 
Wh The 


| 


92 Silex Scintillans 


2. 


Thedarkſome Stares-man hung with weights and woe 


Like a thick midnight-fog moy'd there ſo flow 
He did nor ſta 


» nar gv ; 
Condemning droughts (like fad Ecclipſes) ſrow! 


his foul, 
And Clouds of crying witneſſes withour 
led the Mole: and ket bis ways be & 
Yet dig” ole, a $ ound 
as Work under ground, TY: 
Where he did Clutch his prey, but one did ſee 
Thar policie 
Churches and akars fed him, Per juries 
Were gnats and flics, 
It rain'd abour him bloud and tears, bur he 
Drank chem as free. 


3- 


The fearfull miſer 6n # heap of ruſt 
Sare pining all his life there, did ſcarce truſt 
is own hands with the duſt, 
Yer would not place one peece above, but lives 
In fearc ct theeves. 
Thouſands there were as frantick as himſelf 
And hug'd each one his pelf, 
The down-righrt E picure plac'd heav'n in ſenſe 
And ſcornd prerence 
While others ſlipt into a wide E xcefle 
Said lirrle lefle ; 
The weaker fort ſlight, eriviall wares Inflave 
Who think them brave, 
And poor, deſpiſed truth ſare Counting by 
: Their viRory, 


Yer 


| 
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Yer ſome, who all this while did weep and ling, 
And ſing, and weep, ſoar'd up incothe Kizg, 
Bur moſt wenl uſe no wing. 
O fools (ſaid I,) thus to prefer dark night 
Before true light, 
To live in grots, and caves, and hate the day 
Becaulc it ſhews the way, 
The way which frum this dead and dark abode . 
Leads upto God, 
A way where you might tread the Sun, and be 
More bright than he. : 
Bur as I did their madnes fo diſcuſte 
One whiſper'd thus, 
This Rine the Bridc-groome did for nope provide 
But for his bride, 


John Cap. 2. ver.16, 17. 


All that 1s in the world, the luſt of the fleſh, the lyſt of the 
_ the pride of Gfe, us act of the father, but u of the 
world, 

And the wo; ld paſſeth away, and the luſts thereof, but be 
that doth the will of God abideth for cur. 


* —OOTWI—— OOO —_ — 


The Mutinie. 


—_— —— _ _ 


VWEary of this ſame Clay, and ſtraw, 1 laid 
Me down to breath, and caſting in my heart 
The atrer-burthens, and griefs yer ro come, 
The heavy ſum 
So ſhook my breſt, that (ſlick and ſore di ſmai'd) 
My thoughts, like water which ſome ſtone doth ſtart 


Did 
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Did quir their troubled Channel, and retire 


Unto the banks, where;Norming at thoſe bounds, 


They murmur'd fore ; Bur I, who fclt them boyl 
And knew rheir Coy], 
Turning ro him, who made poor ſand to tire 


And tame proud waves, If yet theſe barrcn grounds 


And thirſtic brick muſt be (ſaid 1) 
My taske, and Dcſtinic, 


2. 


Ler me fo ſtrive and ſtruggle with thy focs 
(Not thine alone, but mine too,) that when all 
Their Arrs and force arc built unto the heighr 
Thar Babel-weighr 
Nay pyoove thy glory, and their ſhame ſo Cloſe 
And knit me to thee, That though in this vale 
Of fin, and death I ſojourn, yer one Eic 
May look to thee, To thee the finither 
And Author of my faith ; ſo ſhew mc home 
Thar all chis fome 
And frothie noiſe which up and down doth flic 
May find no lodging in mine Eie, or Earc, 
O ſeal them up | that theſe may tlic 
Like other rempeſts by. 


3. 


Not but I know thou haſt a ſhorter Cur 
To bring me home, than through a wildernes, 
A Seca, or Sands and Serpents , Yer ſince thou 
(As thy words ſhow ) 
Though in this defart 1 were wholy ſhur, 
Canſt light and lead me there with ſuch rcdreſ2 
Thar no decay ſhal rouch me ; O be pleas'd 
To fix my ſteps, and wharfoever ns 
Thy facred and eternal wil decreed 
For thy bruis'sd reed 
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O give ir ful obedience, that fo ſeiz'd 
Ot all Thave, I may nor move thy wrath 
Nor grieve thy Dove, bur ſoft and mild 
oth live and die thy Child. 


Reyel. Cap. 2. ver. 17. 

To bim that overcometh wil 1 give to ea'e of the hidden 
Manna, and 1 wil give him a white ſtone, and in the ſione 4 
ww name written, which no man knoweth, ſaving he that 
receruveth it, 


The Conſellarion. 


Air, order'd lights (whoſe motion without noiſc 
iy 4 | 
Reſcmblcs thoſe true Joys 
Whoſe ſpring is on that hil where you do grow | 
And we here taſt ſometimes below,) | | 


With what exa@ obedience do you move : 

Now beneath, and now above, i 

And in your vaſt ——_ overlook | ; 
The darkeſt night, and cloſeſt nook ! 


Some nights I ſee you in the gladſome Eaſt, 
Some others ncer the Weſt, 

And when 1 cannox ſee, yer do you thine 

And bear about your endles line. 


Silence, and light, and watchfulnes with you || 
Arrend and wind the Clue, | 


No ſleep, nor floth aflailes you, bur poor man 
Stall cirher ſleeps, or flips his | way 


| 
' 
He grops beneath here, and with reſtleſs Care ; | | 


Firſt makes, then hugs a ſnare, 
Adores dead duſt, ſers heart an Corne and gra(s 
Bur ſcldom doth make heay'a his glats. 


Muſick | 


. 


- 


* 
——_ "— - 
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Muſick and mirth (if there be muſick here) 


Take up, and rune his year, 
Theſe things are Kin to him, and muſt be had, 
Who kneel)s, or ſighs a life is mad. 


Perhaps ſome nights hee'l warch with you, and peep 
When ir were beſt ro ſleep, 
Dares know Ette&ts, and Judge . JF long before, 


Whea th' herb he treads knows much, much more. 


Bur ſecks he your Obcdience, Order, Light, 
Your calm and wcl-rrain'd flight, 

Where, though the glory ditfer in cach ſtar, 
Yer is there peace il ,and no war ? 


Since plac'd by him whocalls you by your names 
And fxt there all your flames, 
Withour Command you never ated ought 
And then you in your Courſcs tought. 


Burt here Commiſſon'd by a black ſelf-wil 
The ſons the father kil, 
The Children Chaſe the mother, and woy!4 heal 


The wounds they give, by crying, zcale. 


Then Caſt her bloud, and tears upon thy book 
Where they for faſhion = 
And like that Lamb which had the Dragons voice ' 
Seem mild, but arc known by their noiſc. 


Thus by cur luſts diforder'd into wars 
Our guides prove wandring ſtars, 
Whichfor theſe miſts, and black days were refery'd. 
Whar time we from our firſt love ſwerv'd. 


Yer O for his ſake who firs now by thee 
All crown'd with victory, 


Is 


Or Sacred Poems. 


So guide vs through this Darknes, that we may 
Be more and more in love with day; 


Settle, and fix our hearts, that we may move 
In order, peace, and love, ; 
And taught obedience by thy whole Creation, 
Become an humble, holy nation. 


Give tothy ſpouſe her perfe&, and pure dreſs, 
Beauty and ho{raefs, 
And ſo repair theſe Rents, thar men may {ec 
And lay, here God 4, all agree. 


— 


The Shepheards, 


g Weer, harmles lives ! (on whoſe holy leifure 
Waits Innocence and pleaſare;) 
Whoſe leaders ro thoſe paſtures; and cleer ſprings, 
Were Pa!fa:chs, Saints, and Kings, 
How happend ierhar in the dead of night . 
You only ſaw true light, 
While Pr [tix was faſt a ſleep, and lay 
Without one thought of Day 2 
Vas it becauſe choſe firſt and bleſſed ſwains 
Were pilgrims-on thoſe plains 
\Whenthiy reeciv'd che promiſe, for which now 
*[ was there firſt ſhown ro you ; 
Tis true, he lows thar Duſt whercon they g5 
T hat ſerve him here below, 
And therefore mighr tor memory of thoſe 
His love thcre frſt diſcloſe . 
Bur wretched Sz/emonee his love, muſt now 
No voice, nor vitonknoe, 
G 


Her 


IO — — of = 


As 262.4 


Cot nes 
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Her Rarely Piles with all their height and pride 


Now languithed and died, 
And Bethlems humble Corts above them ſtepr 
While all her Scers lept; 
Her Cedar, firr, hew'd ſtones and gold were all 
Polluted through their tall, [ 
And thoſe once ſacred manſions were now It 
Meer emprineſs and ow, A. 
This made the | call at rceds and thatch, T 
Yer where the ſhepheards watch, y 
And Gods own lodging ( though he could nor lack,) A. 
To be a common Kack It 
No Coſtly pride, no ſoft-cloath'd luxuric 
In thoſe thin Cels could lic, Th 
Each ſtirring wind and ſtorm blew through thei Cors w1 
Which never harbour'd plots, = 
Oaly Content, and love, and humblcjoys : 
Lived there withour all noiſc, Tal 
Perhaps ſome harmlefs Carcs for the next day Wh 
Did in their bolomes play, F; 
As where to lead their ſheep, what filent nook, I « 
What fprings or ſhades ro look, + T 
Bur that was all ; And now with gladſome care And 
They for the rown prepare, Ws 
They leave their flock, and in a buhe talk I br 
All rowards Pe:blem walk Ther 
To ſee their fouls great ſhepheard, who was come 5 : 
To bring al ſtraglers home, Air 
Where now they find him out, and caught before Exc 
That Lamb of God adore, 7 _ 
Thar Lamb whoſe daies grear Kings and Prophets wiſh'd , |, 
And long'd ro ſee, but miſs'd. H o+y 
The firſt light they beheld was bright and gay If the 
And turn'd their night to day, And k 
Burt to this later light they ſaw in him, 7 
I kxir day was dazk, ang dim, Such 


Miſcrie 


fa 
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Miſery. 


jOrd, bind me up, and ler me lye 
A Pris'ner to my liberric, 
If ſuch a ſtate at all can be 
As an Impris'ment ſcrving thee 
The wind, though gathcr'd in thy fiſt, 
Yerdoth ir blow ſtil where ir liſt, 
And yer ſhouldſt thou ler go thy hold 
Thole guſts might quarrel and grow bold. 
As waters here, headlong and looſe 
The lower grounds til chaſe, and chooſe, 
Where ſpreading all the way they ſeek 
And ſearch out ey'ry hole, and Creek; 
So my ſpile thoughrs winding from thee 
Take the down-rode to vanirtie , 
Where they all ſtray and ſtrive, which ſhal 
Find our the firſt and ſteepeſt fal ; 
I cheer their flow, giving ſupply 
To what's already grown too high, 
And having thus perform'd that part 
Feed on thoſe vomirs of my hearr. 
I break the fence my own hands made 
Then lay that treſpaſlc in the ſhade, 
Some hg-leafs ſtil I do deviſe 
As if thou hadſt nor cars, nor F yes, 
Exceſle of friends, of words, and wines 
Take up my day, while thou doſt ſhine 
All anaenbs and thy book 
Hath not ſo much as one poor look, 
If thou ſteal in amidſt the mirrh 
And kindly tel me, I am Earth, 
I ſhur thee our, and ler thar lip, 


h Muſick ſpoils good fellowſhip, 
G 3 


» Thus 


\ 
k 
x 
k 
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Thus wretched I, and moſt unkind, 
Exclude my dear God from my mind, 


E xclude him thence, who of that Cel T 
Would make aCourr,ſhould he there dwel. T 
He goes, he yields ; And troubled ſore . 
His holy ſpirit grieves therefore, 


The mighty God, th*crernal King 
Doth grieve for Duſt, and Duſt doth ling. 
Bur I goon, haſte ro Deveſt 
My ſelf of reaſon, till oppreſt 
And buried in my ſurfeits 1 
Prove my own ſhame and miſcrie. 
Next day I call and cry for thee 
Who ſhouldſt nor then come neer rome, 
Bur now it is thy ſervants plcature 
Thou muſt (and doſt) give him his meaſure. 
Thou doſt, thou com'ſt, and in a thowr 
Ot healing ſweets thy (cif doſt powr 
Into my wounds, and now thy grace 
( I know it wel,) fils all the place ; 
I fit with thee by this new light, 
And for that hour th'art my delight, 
No man can more the world deſpiſe 
Or thy great mercies better prize. 
I School my Eys, and ſtrictly dwel 
Within the Circle of my Cel 
That Cali and filence arc my Joys 
Whichto thy peace are but meer noiſe. 
Ar length I fcel my head to ake, 
My tingers Itch, and burn to take 
Some new Imployment, I begin 
To {wel and fome and fret within. 
© The Axe, the preſpnt tianes ae not 
*© To [nudge it, and embrace a Cot, 
*© Action and bloud now vet the game, 
& Diſdei treads on the peaceful name, 
ws bo 
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© ho ſits at home too bears a loade 
«© Greater than theſe that gad abroad, 
Thus do I make thy gifts giv'n me 
The only quarrellers with thee, 
I'd looſe thoſe knots thy hands did tie, 
Then would go travel, fight or die. 
Thouſands of wild and waſte Infuions 
Like waves beat on my reſolutions, 
As flames about their fuel run 
And work, and wind til all be done, 
So my fierce ſoul buſtles about 
And never reſts til all be our, 
Thus wilded by a peeviſh hearr 
Which in thy mulick bears no parr 
I ſtorm ar thee, calling my peace 
A Lethargy, and meer di _ 
Na bright beams ſhor from thy eys 
Tocalm me eek mutinies T7 
I ſtile meer tempers, which take place 
Ar ſome ſer times, bur are thy grace. 
Such is mans life, and ſuch is mine 
The worſt of men, and yer ftil thine 
Stil thine thou know'ſt, and if not (© 
Then give me over tomy toe. 
Yer fince as cakfie *ris for thee 
To make man good, as bid him be, 
And with one glaunce (could he that gain, ) 
To look him our of all his pain, 
O ſend me from thy holy hil 
So much of ſtrength, as may fulfil 
All thy delight (what e'r they be) 
And ſacred Inſtitutes in me ; 
Open my rockie heart, and fil 
It with obedience to thy wil, 
Then ſeal it up, that as none ſee, 
Lo none may enter there bur thee, 
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O hear my God ! hear him, whoſe bloud * « 
Speaks more and berter far my good ! 
O ler my Crie come to thy throne ! 
My crie not pour'd with tears alone, 
(For rears alone are often foul) 
Bur with the bloud of all my ſoul, 
With ſpirit-ſighs, and carneſt grones, 
Fairhful and moſt repenting mones, 
With theſe I crie, and crying pine 
Till thou bath mend and make me thine. 


The Sap. 


(Come ſapleſs Bloſsom, creep not Ril on Earth 
Forgetting thy firſt birth ; 

*Fis not from duſt, or if ſo, why doſt thou 
Thus cal and thirſt for dew ? 

It rends not thither, if it doth, why then 
This growrh and ftrerch for heav*n > 

Thy root ſucks bur diſeaſes, worms there ſcat 
And claim ir for their meat. 

Who plac'd thee here, did ſomething then Infuſe 
Which now can tel thee news. 

There is deyond rhe Stars an hil of myrrh 
From which ſome drops fal here, 

On it the Prince of Salem firs, who deals 
To thee thy ſecret meals, 

There is thy Country, and he is the wa 
And hath withal the key. | 

Yer liv'd he here ſometimes, and bore for thee 
A world of miſcrie, 

For thee, who in the firſt mans loyns did fal 
From that hi! ro chis vale, 


Arid 
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And had not he ſodone, ir is moſt erue 
Two deaths had bin thy due; 
Bur going hence, and knowing wel what woes 
Might his friends diſcompoſe, 
To ſhew what ſtrange love he had roour good 
He gave his ſacred bloud 
By wil our ſap, and Cordial ; now in this 
Lies fuch a heav'n of bliſs, 
Thar, who bur truly taſts ir, no decay 
Can rouch him any way, 
Such ſecrer life, and vermue in ir lies 
It wil exalr and riſe 
And aRuate ſuch ſpirirs as are ſhed 
Or ready to be dead, 
And bring new too.Ger then this ſap, and gee 
Good ſtore of ir, burler 
The veſſc] where you pur it be for ſure 
os. To & 1 your pow'r moſt po , 
There is at all crimes up) in 
A rtul, _ OR 
Which only grief and love extraRt ; with this 
Be ſure, and never miſs, 
To waſh veſlel wel : Then humbly rake 
his balm for ſouls thar ake, 
And one who drank it thus, affures that you 


Shal find a Joy ſorrue 
Such perfe& Eaſe, and ſuch a lively ſenſe 
Of grace againſt all fins, 


That you'l Confeſs the Comfort ſuch, as even 
Brings to, and comes from Heaven, 
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104 Silex Scentillans 


Moune of Olives, 


yyHen frſt I ſaw true bcaury, and thy Joys 
Adive as light, and calm wzthour all noiſe 

Shin'd on my ſou], I felt through all my powr's 

Such a rich air of ſweets, as Evening ſhowrs 

Fand by a gentle gale Conycy and breath 

On ſome parch'd bank, crown'd with a flowric wreath ; 

Odors, and Myrrh, and balm in one rich floud 

O'*r-ran my heart, and ſpirircd my bloud, 

My thoughts did ſwim in Comforts, and mine cie 

Conteſt, The world did oa'y paint and hee. 

And where before I did no {afe Coyrle cer 

Bur wander'd under tempoſts all the year, 

Went bleak and bare in body as in mind, 

And was blow'n through by ev'ry Norm ang wind, 

I am ſo warm'd now by this glance 0n mc, 

Thar, midſt all ftorms | feel a Ray of thee; 

So have | known ſome beautcaus Yoj/age riſc 

In fuddain flowres and arbours to my Eijes, 

And in the depth and dead of winter bring 

To my Cold thoughts a lively {cnſc of ſpring. 
Tims fcd by thee, who dolſt all beings nouriſh, 

My wither'd leafs again logk green and flouriſh, 

I thine and ſhelter underneath thy wing 

Where fick with love | ſtrive thy name go lan 

Thy glorigus name ! wbich grant may fo do 

Thar theſe may be thy Praife, and my Foy too. 


Man 


=> 


He 1 


He k 
Tha 
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Maa. 


Weighing the ſtcdfaſtneſs and ſtare 


Of ſome mean things which here below reſide, 
Where birds like watchful Clocks the noiſcleſs dare 
And Intercourſe of times divide, 
Where Bees at night ger home and hive, and flowrs 
Early, aſwel as late, i : 


Riſe with the Sun, and ſer in the ſame bows x 


: 
| 
- 
6 
a 
1 


Z, 


I would ( ſaid1 ) my God would give 
The ſtaidneſs of theſe things to man ! tor theſe 
To his divine appointments ever cleave, 
And no new bulineſs breaks their peace z 
The birds nor ſow, nor reap, yer ſup and di 
The flowres without cloches live, 
Yer Solomon was never dreſt {o fine, 


3. 


Man hath til either toyes, or Care 
He hath no root, nor to one place is ty" 
Bur ever reſtleſs and Irregular 
Abour this Earth doth run and ride, 
He knows he hath a home, bur ſcarce knows where, 
He fayes ir is fo tar 
That he hath quite torgor how to go there, 


4 
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He knocks at all doors, ſtrays and roams, 
Nay hath not ſomuch wir as ſome ſtones have 1 
Which in the darkeſt nighrs point rotheir homes, 

By ſome hid ſenſe their Maker gave ; T 
Man is the ſhurtle, ro whoſe winding queſt 


ym 9ng through theſe looms I 
God order'd motion, bur ordatn'd no reſt. 


q 
Walkt the other day (to ſpend my hour, 
| ay pend my hour,) 


Into a 
Where I ſometimes had ſeen the ſoil ro yield 
A gallant flowre, SU 
But Winter now had ruffled all the bowre 
And curious ſtore 
I knew there heretofore, 


Br 


2, 


Yer I whoſe ſearch lov'd norto peep and peer 


el —_ things j Thi 
Thought wit there might be other ſprings 
. Beſide ths here s ihe Of 
Which, like cold friends, ſees us bur once a 
"And fo the flome ct The 
Might have ſome other bowre. 


3 Then 
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Then _ up what I could neereſt ſpice 
digg'd abour 
Thar place where I had ſeen him ro grow our, 
And by and by 
1 ſaw the warm Recluſe alone to lie 
Where freſh and green 
He lived of us unſeen, 


C 4- 


Many a queſtion Intricate and rare 
Did I there ſtrow, 
But all I could extort was, that he now 
Did there repair 
Such loſles as befel him in this air 
And would e'r lon 
Come forth moſt fair and young. 


F, 


This paſt, ? rhrew the Clothes quire o'r his head, 
And ſtung with tear 
Of my own frailry dropr down many a tear 
upon his bed, 
Then fighing whiſper'd, Haopy we the dead ! 
What pace doth now 
Rock him aſleep below ? 
And 
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E. 
And yer, how few believe ſuch dorine ſprings 


From a poor root 
Which all the Winter ſlceps here under foot 


And hath no wings 
To raiſe it to the eruth and light of things, V 
Bur is ſtil rrod 
By ev'ry wandring clod, T 
7 


O thou ! whoſe ſpirit did ar firſt inflame 
And warm the dead, 

And by a ſacred Incubation fed 
Wirth life this frame 

Which once had neither being, forme, nor name, 
Grant I may fo , 


Thy ſteps track here below, 


Thar in theſe Maſques and ſhadows 1 may ſee 
Thy ſacred way, 
And by thoſe hid aſcents climb to that day 
ba : mba from thee 
o art in all things, though invifib] 
Shew me thy — & 


Thy mercy, love, and caſe, 


OE” NTT 1 
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And from this Care, where dreams and forrows raign 
Lead me above 
Where Light, Joy, Leiſure, andtrue Comforts move 
Withour all pain, 
There, hid in thee, ſhew me his life again 
At whoſe dumbe urn 
Thus all the year I mourn, 


Begeing. 
Ks of Mercy, King of Love, 


In whom I live,in whom { move, 
PerfeR what thou haſt begun, 
Ler no night pur our this Sun ; 
Grant I may, my chief defire ! 
Long fcr thee, to thee aſpire, 
Let iny youth, my bloom of dayes 
Be my Comfort, and thy prailc, 
That hereafter, when I look 
O'r the ſullycd, ſinful book, 
I may find thy hand therein 
Wiping our my ſhame, and fn. 
O it is thy only Arr 
To reduce a ſtubborn heart, 
And ſince thine is vicorie, 
Strong holds ſhould belong to thee ; 


Lord 
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Lord thentake ir, leave it not 
Unto my diſpoſe or lor, 
Bur fince 1 would not have it mine, 


O my God, lct it be thine ! 


— = = -—_ — OO —— 


Jude ver. 24,25. 


Now wuito him that is able to keep us fr om fe alling, and to 
preſent us faultleſs before the preſence of bu glaty with 
exceeding \oy, 

To the only wiſe God, aur Saviour, be elory, and majeſty, 
Dominion and power, vow and ever, Amen, 


% 


